





INDIA Simic 


LARGEST SELLIN 


VOMICS te iconcs 





COWL 


Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
—William Canton. 


Vol. VI, No. 9 





March 1994 
Dear children, 

‘When | was a school going kid my mother used to give me attiin box filed 
with curd rice, to be eaten at lunch time. My friends made fun of me and 
nick:named me, "Bagala Bath!"I felt awlul, and back home | insisted that my 
lunch box must be packed with a diferent dish each day, 

“1 don't understand you! What's wrong with curd rice?" my mother asked 
puzzled, "Your father and |, our parents and grandparents all grew up eating 
mostly curd rice, and are we not hale and healthy’ 

| would not listen to any of her explanations and said firmly that | wouln't 
{0 o school if my lunch box was packed with curd rice and pickle, My mother 
yielded and my friends soon gave up calling me by my nick-name. 

Recently | camo across a nevis item inthe dailies which said that the World 
Health Organization has voted for curd ce as the best balanced food on earth! 

| was taken aback and | read the item again, this time aloud, to my mothor 
who is now 85 years old! 

"fold you so," she said, and her aged eyes sparkied in rememberance, 

We have a good tradition in our food habits, but somtimes, we foo! like 
trying out something new and exciting. Recipes are read with interest, tho 
kitchen becomes a lab, Experiments on food are done and delicious dishes 
are prepared and devoured with gusto! 








Nothing wrong you know, 
but don't over do it. Remem- 
ber, what is very tasty for the 
palate need not always be 
{good for the stomach, Thereis 
a saying in Tamil which warns 
us : "Ifyou exceed limits even 
God's food (Amrith) becomes 
poison” 
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Dear Editor, 
20 Gypsies Kill birds indi 
criminately for food, Aweckago, 
they shot most of the birds in m 





including spartows, 
A. Vinod, Std. VI, 
hoo, Madea. 





DAVNS 





Dear Editor, 


” 
to give our names, ages and addresses with 


| want to know why it's is necessary 





Shalmali Shetty, aged 13, 
Bangalore. 


We need thut information about you 
Shalmali, in case we want to get in touch 
with you anytime. We cannot accept any 
Ieuter without a name or address 

Ea. 
















at Editor, 





22 -The Lust Bid’ by SV. Shrishankar 
‘on page 28 of your December 
not his original work, It bas beca copied 
frow the seventh standard Ideal Gulnobar 
Graded English Guide, 
'S.Shreehari and R. Lakshmi, 
Coimbatore - 641 001 


3 issue is 





Dear Editor, 
© 1 find that copied anti 
only Gokulam’s problen. 90% ofthe con- 
tributions to our schoo! magazine ae copied 
antics, 





Priyanka Ankalekar, aged 11, 
Hombay - 400 068, 





Dear Etitor, 
20 As Laxmi tid said (February issue), 
T too tried to teach our servant boy how to 
read and write. I have requested 

times to Jearn from me, but he’s not at all 
and tale 








C.Malasubramaniam, 
Madras - 61. 


Good try, Balasubramaniam! —— Ed 
Dear Editor, 
20 In "Mademoiselle Oxygen’ in the 





February issue, the formals of potassium 








Teure 
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chlorate is given as K2CIs. It is wrong. The 
actual formula is KCIO3. 

Partha Pratim, 

Madras - 600 028. 


Dear Editor, 
©& “Colourful Fun’ in the February 
{sue was thrilling. But T had a fonny ex- 
perience with it. I sprinkled ink on my 
sister's entry 10 a painting competition by 
nistake, She was furious. But the best part 
‘was, she won the first prize f 
R Lalitha, aged 9, 
‘Trivandrum - 695 040. 











Dear Editor, 


*Goot uel 
symbols, But how often we come across 







Q + Why was the chicken sick? 

A: Because it had people pox. 
‘TR. Sri Prasanna, aged 14, 

Madras. 








* Keep your money clean! 
scribbled om it How cam people use money 


Tike rough paper? 
Rohini Dy aged U1, 
St. Paul's Convent, Davairagere. 


Snippets from our readers 
~” 1 contribute anticles 10 the 
“Animal Kingsom’? 








in Machado, aged 14, 
Atomic Energy Central 








Hombay. 
You can, Rolin, Bu please ell us where 
you referred to clearly atthe end. Ed 
2% Lind Golvlam’ imeresting and ex 
citing, I count myselF lucky to have Found it 
from India, though Ulve in Singapore. 
Lalitha, aged 13, 
Singapore 2367, 


22 Canwe send puzzles, jokes, eters, 
te, along with liters to you? 
Sobathra, aged 12, 


Do not hesitate to send us any kind of 
Contributions. But remember «we need your 
NAME, AGE and ADDRESS! Ed, 








A NOVELETTE IN TWO PARTS 








CHAPTER 1 


Sa ae 
Ce his 
ng ere nt 
Satencu mtn 
pdt ri 
S comee eis 
foun os 
eee 








B tween Malas fat and the beach, were 
two bungalows and a narow road Mala 


making short work of this distance, soon 


‘reached the beach. It took a ite tme for 
her to indentity the correct spot, but when 
she dd, she was not disappointed, The spat 
was a contusion of footsteps, and a short 
stance away there was a depression in the 
‘geund! Something had been dragged forward! 
Suddenly, wih a gasp, Mala saw some- 
thing twinking and shining in the weak Sight! 
‘Goli'She breathed to herself. “Gol!” 
Quite dizzy wih suprise, she staggered 
upto the gfstening object, her torch shaking 
in her vembing hand. The torch ight beamed 
down on the object! With a dsap- 
poled faugh, Mala saw that it was 
nly a small, pink, tugging fish Ab- 
‘semtly, she picked it up and 
threw it back into the sea, What 
id all this mean?The noises, 
the footprints, and the depres: 
sion in the ground — they all 

indicated something 
For all | know, it's 
rothing at al. | didnt hear 
anything. And those 
footprints were 
probably le behind 
by all those crowds 
yesterday. Ater all, 
millions of people 
‘come to the beach 
everyday. And that 
depression? Why, 
that was easy! Some: 
one went for a row 
and pulled the boat 
fut of water making 


























those marks: 
Then her face brightened 
‘No! if those marks were fom yesterday, 
the waves wouldve washed them away. 


Something oid happen in the right!” 

A clock struck five, somewhere, as Mala 
in the midge of the beach thinking, 
‘She gave a sudden squawk of realzaton as 
her thoughts came back to earth with a jl 
It was five! At about fvesitieen ot fve-thiy 
Mala's mother would come to wake her up! 
Her school began at seven and ended at 








Gonatam 6 newer ‘os 
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cones. So she needed to wake up early 
in order to leave the house at six-hty, 


ihout wasting a minute, Mala raced 
back to the house, scrambled up the 

tree (his time tearing her jeans), tore of her 
slighty damp clothes, baled them and fung 
them into her cupboard, and dressed in her 
nightie, before jumping info bed and puling 
the sheets over her head! And justin time, 
too, for afew minutes later her 
in and smiled to see her daugher sleeping 
80 angelically! 

Mala, wake up, i's time!"she said sot, 
and Mala’ rubbed her eyes and mumbled, 
What? Ateady? 

















ala was inattentive and dreamy that 

whole morning, as a result of which 
she was made to sland at the back of 
the class, Her friends, Sita and Pushpa, 
darted enquiting looks towards her, for 
Mala was usually not inattentive, but a: 
ways alive and alert looking for 
‘any opportunity to crack a joke. In retun, 
Mala -mouthed, "(Wl tell you at break 
time! 

Mala," called the teacher. 

Yes, Miss?” 

What is the answer? 

‘Oh, er..yes, | datnitly agree with you 











The class roared with laughter, and the 
teacher sighed. 

"| asked you to describe the dress of 
the Bedouin, 

Mala tuned red, and the teacher said, 
"Twenty lines for tomorrow: | wil be attentive. 

‘She left it at that because she rather 
ted Mala 

‘What's wrong with you?" asked Sita 
accusingly that day, as they went out for 
break, Sita was short, plump, steadtast and 


practical. Pushpa was tall, pretly and 
Imaginative. 
'Usten to this.” She told them every 


thing. When she hed finshed, Mala paused, 
smiling almost triumphant 

‘Smuggers,'said Pushpa firmly. 

idiot what would they smugge? 

‘Gold or drugs,” replied Pushpa instant 
then added, "sit yourselt 

“Well they dont smuggle nowadays. | 
‘mean people swallow the drugs or whatever 
tepied Mala, “What do you think, Sta?” 

"think, "said Sita sighty uncieaty, since 
she was eating a banana as she spoke, “that 
YoU two are coming to the obvious conclusion 

smugglers, but | don't know about it being 

the right conclusion. Now, lets forget about 
smuggler. Anyone want a min? By the way 








6d you see that programme last right. Wasnt 
it fabs?” 


Tictastetaea athe wor 
ioe aaah 


"Tine, rvnt it he tee gues in 
Maia's house. As acised by Mala, they 
were al ated in jeans and sweater. 
urmy, may" we pease sty up for 
sometime? We wort mae ary: nose” and 
ater al, tomorow # a holdny. Please?” 
Her moter amled “light, but not ter 
Un wet ty.” They went up 19 Malas 
room, where Mla issued her ordrs, “Oy 
and keep wah om the wi 
dow, and il we hear 
Sntting, weal go out, and 
then. well well-00. what 
happens then 
Lucky Mangala was 
visting a fend, so they had 
the room to tems. 
They got no bed, and 
Maia, who had been as 
signed the first watch 
walted up and down the 
room She eet fel sleepy 
i al. She was too excieg 
and she wanted 10 thnk 
things over. The minutes 
passed sow, each second 
ticking by silent. After 
sloven, Wala handed over 
the watch To Pushpa, who 
sleepy staked the room 
4 Noting happened for some 

















time, and Pushpa neatly drowsed of 
when suddenly she heard oars being 
splashed in wate With a start she 
woke up and tugged at her tends, 

i's happening,” she hissed, 
‘Come on! 


rd with a grunt and a groan, 

they both Woke up, looking 
around willy, Al three of them were 
used to Mala's ext, $0 without a fur. 
ther ado, they grabbed their kts 
(which they had put together eater) 
Containing a torch, pen, notebook, 
‘and scissors, a8 all other mystery 
seekers in books did, Most of these 
items had been purloined from 
Various members of their famies! 
Than they climbed down, passed the 
two houses and crossed the quit 
toad. They could see faint movement 
on the beach, but were aftaid to 
Sich on thor frches, A few minutos 
late, they heard grunts, and a rather 
amused voice said, "Go on, make 
soime noise. Someone's got to get 
atleast an inkling of ths, 

There were few shouts of laughter, and 
then the voice said, "Alright, haul her up 
Well make a few marks, and ten call ta 
right. Come on 


Unfortunately, the gris did not hear: 
this,because suddenly the wind changed 
direction. They strained every nerve to hear 
something, and that's when it happened! 


Pures dropped her torch, which 
landed on a discarded metal can, 
making a considerably loud noise, There 
was a moment's silence from the 
speakers, and suddenly the three ter 
tified girls found the torch light on them! 
They had been discovered! 

‘Don't move.” said the Voice. He was 
stil in the dark, and therefore could not be 
seen, 

Tie them up and gag, no, en second 
thoughts no need for a gag. Who can hear 
them with the wind blowing away from the 
houses? And be quick about i 






In afew minutes, Mala, Sita, and Pushpa 
Wore trussed up with some old rope, and 
the Voice said, "Come on, let's go 


Fe 1 moment the gis were aftald the 
they would be taken along, Bul in a 
minute they realized that the Volce had no 
intention of doing so, He was going 1 leave 
them on the beach fo be found the next mor 
ing! The Voice came up to them and said 
in a sneering way, "Thatll teach you not to 
be so nosey.” Then he went away chuckling, 
and talking to his assistanis. Now and then, 
the gits heard @ word of to 

‘What we've been walling for, broadcast 
it.stroke of luck. .tght 

‘Thon they heard a couple of motorbikes. 
staring up, and wihin a minute, they were 
alone on the beach, 

Do the girls escape? 


TO BE CONCLUDED 
IN THE NEXT ISSUE, 


MAYA CHANDRASEKARAN 
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COVER STORY 


He you might 
say, “Is cook- 
ing ever easy?” Or if 
you are one with the 
mysteries of making] 
something to eat, 

might find this a little 
amusing. To both of 
you who can cook and 
those who can't, we 

a fun time. 


met Ms. Ratna 
Narasimiah, an expert cook, 
and asked her to give us some 
easy, but delicious recipes 

“I learnt cooking only after I 
got married,” she told us. “My 
first cooking disaster came the 
very first day I made rice!” 

‘The rice first came out as 
hard as stones. So Ms 
Narasimiah added some water 
and put it back into the rice 
cooker. Well, this time it came 
out all squashed and mushy. 

“My husband and his friends 
encouraged me to try 











So began her attempts to 
master cooking. She finally did, 
and she graduated from the 
Pusa Institute in Delhi. Later 
she also took classes there. 

She recalls those first at- 
tempts at learning and teach- 
ing. She would push her baby 
daughter in her pram to class. 
Her son would keep the baby 
entertained until class was 
over! 


Here are some of her recipes, 
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o!na NorosImian 


1 cup pineapple 
juice 

1 sliced banana 

1 tsb. powdered 
sugar 

1 cup crushed ice 


Rains 20 How to make it 


Biend all the in- 











COOL COOLER gredients except the crushed ice 
You need in the mixie. Serve topped with 
1 ripe green banana crushed ice. 
3 scoops of vanilla or straw- 

berry ice-cream, SPROUT SALAD 
2 cups orange or pineapple 

juice You need: 
4 ice cubes 1 cup whole mong dal 


How to make it: ble pale), chipped 
2rred tomatoes 


Chop the banana into little 1 green chilli 
bits. Blend all the ingredients in 1 potato, boiled and skinned 
the m Serve immediate! 





Juice of one lime 





with ice cubes. 
You may even sub: P 
y jam for the (il Ve wer OnLy 
stitute jam for th wy ayeweronuy, 
banana, eves 


FRUIT PUNCH 


You need : 


1 cup mango juice 





1 medium sized cucumber 
skinned and sliced 

2 tsp. oil 

Coriander leaves 

Salt, pepper, red chilli pow- 
der and chat masala to taste, 





How to make it: 


Soak the moong overnight 
in water. Strain, and clean the 
dal. Then tie inacleancloth and 
leave it damp for two days, The 
dal will sprout. 

Heat oil in a pan. Add the 
sprouted dal and cook till 
tender. Cool, squeeze lemon 
ice, add salt, chilli powder, 
chat masala, pepper and mix 
thoroughly. Garnish with the 
green chilli, potato, chopped 
onion, sliced tomatoes, cucum- 
ber and corriander leaves. You 
could also add raw mango 
pieces if the season is right. 














A very tasty and healthy 
snack, 


BISCUIT ICE-CREAM 


You need: 

1 small packet of any biscuit 

2 ripe green bananas 

% litre milk boiled into a 
thicker consistency 

Any flavoured essence 


How make 
it: 


Break the 
biscuits into lit- 
tle bits and 
powder them. 
Mash the 
bananas, Add 
the milk 
gradually to 
the mashed 
banana with 
the biscuit 
powder and es- 







Va dd NE 


COUNTER 
Beat the mixture all the Werant on 
time. Set it in the fridge. etaeene 

Two hours lat 


from fridge 






, removi 
nd beat the ici 
cream once again, Set again 
The ico-cream can be 
after a couple of hours. 








VANILLA SAUCE 


You can serve this as atop 
ping for any ice-cream or bis 
cuit 


You need 
‘up sug’ 
tsp. cornflour 

1 tsb, butter 

1 tsp, vanilla essence 





V9 cup water 





A pinch of salt 


the butter melts. Serve hot 


How make it: 


QUICK COOKIES 
Miix the sugar, cornflour Chocolate 
and water well. Bring toa boil You need: 
on the gas. Remove, add vanilla 3 tsb. powdered sugar 


orate 13 march ws 


144 tsb, milk powder 
3 tsb. drinking chocol 
14 tsp. cocoa powder. 





How to make it: 


Mix all the ingredients. 
Make a firm dough using alittle 
water. Roll out and cut into 
squares or circles. 


BISCUIT SANDWICH 


You need : 

3tsb, sugar 

2 tsb. water 

1 tsb. milk powder 

1 tsb. drinking chocolate 
Any kind of biscuit, 1 packet 





How to make it: 


Heat the water and sugar 
in a vessel, When the sugar 
melts, add milk powder and 
chocolate. Stir till it becomes 
creamy. Spread between two 
biscuits and make a sandwich. 


PAPDI 
You need : 
1 cup besan 


Lup maida 


i tsp. dalda or warm oil 
Salt to taste 
Oil to fry 


How to make it: 


Makea smooth dough of all 
the ingredients and keep for an 
hour. Then roll out the dough 
into little puris. Make small 
cuts on the puris. Deep fry. The 
puris should not fluff, but 
should come out flat and crisp. 

For the sweet chutney : 
Soak 100 gms. of jaggery in 
water, Strain, Soak a little ball 
of tamarind in water, Squeeze 
out. Boil the tamarind water, 
add the jaggery with a little salt 
to taste and garam masala, 

For the green chutney 
Grind together a few green chil 
lies, corriander and mint with 
salt or kala namak, 

How to serve it : Place the 
purison a plate, Sprinkle sweet 
and green chutney over it, You 
may even add curd if you like, 
Garnish with bits of boiled 
potato, onion or cucumber for 
variety. Sounds yum, doosn’t it? 











Our Staff Reporter 
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— READER'S RECIPES 


Here is an assorted bunch of 
snacks and side-dishes, sent by 
readers. Combine thom as suitably as 
you can to make a snazzy men 

For instance, you could make 
“Prinial Fre’ and dip it into ‘Mixed 





ye 


oe) pe | 
«gf Se MIX ‘n” MATCH! 


PS 








Salad’, for a side-dish. Got the idea? 
‘Tempt your mother into letting 
you cook for her! 


BRINJAL FRY 
You need : 
G big-sized brinjals 


Oi 
A thick bottomed pan 
Salt and chilli powder to taste 
How make it: 


Was, and enretully cut brinjals 
into four, Bo nt slice completely but 
lat the four ploces of the brinjal be 
tached to each other like the petals 
ofa flower. 

Heat clin the pan. Fry ach brin- 
jl ull golden brown, Remove from ol 
tnd apply a misture of salt and chill 
powder tothe inside portions, 

‘Can be served au sideciah or a 
snack 





Subathra C,, aged 14, 
Coimbatore - 641 044. 
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BREAD UTAPPAM 


You need : 
1 loaf of bread 

4finely chopped tomatoes 
Sonions, finely chopped 

Chillies, to taste, finely chopped 
Corriander leaves, finely chopped 
150 gms. maida 

Salt to taste 

How make it: 


Add water to the maida to make 
‘a watery paste. Mix the othe 
redionts together in a separate ves- 
Heat a tava on the gas, Take a 
slice of bread, dip it into the maida 
paste, and place iton the tava, Scatter 
the tomato-onion-chilli-corriander 
mixture on it. Roast both sides until 
golden brown, with a little oil 
Serve with sauce or chutney. 
Archana K. Patil, 
Alvernia Matriculation School, 
Coimbatore, 


* Bouncy brinjal tain good! : 




















*Te make utoppom 


MIXED SALAD 
You need : 
Lbigonion 
2 tomatoes 
Lbig beetroot 
2 big earrots, grated 
1/2 tsp. pepper powder 
Leupeurd 
Salt to taste 
Corriander leaves 
How to make it: 


Aida salt and pepper to the bow! 
of curd, Add all the vegetables to it 
Garnish with corriander leaves, and 
‘your mixed salad i ready. 

Meenakshi R. Nair, 
Bombay - 400 068. 
‘SHAHI BREAD 

You need : 

4-8 ces of bread 

Ghee 

1 litre milk 

Keen 

Sagar 

Cardomem powder 

Rose petals for decoration 

Howto mokelts 


Cut off the brown portion of the 
bread. Cut each slice into four equal 
pieces, 

‘Toast them in ghee till they be- 
come reddish. Allow the toasted bread 
to enol. 








Boil the milk thoroughly with 
sugar. Add kesar and cardamom pow- 
der. Drop the fried bread pieces into it. 
Soak till the pieces becomes puffy 
with milk, 
Sprinkle rose petals over the dish 
and serve, 
Manjusha R. Agrawal, 
Kalyan - 421 304, 


POP-POP-POPCORN! 
You need 
1/4 cup dry corn seeds 
1/4 tap. table salt 
Appinch of kala namak 
1/4 tsp. pepper powdi 
1/4 tep. garam mas 
2 theps. oil 
A pinch of turmerie powder, 
How to make it: 











la powder 


Heat a broad, deeply-curved 
‘hadai with oil. Let itsmoke a bit. Then 
reduce flame. Add all the ingredients 
and throw in the eorn in the end, 

Close the kadai with a proper-fi 
ting lid. The corn should not jump out 
of the har 














*Tosting @ solo 


When the popping sound stops, 
‘switch the gas off. Serve immediately 
with a dollop of butter on top. Or you 
may store the popcorn ina tight-lidded 





Ashwini, aged 12, 
St. Anne's Girl H.SS., Bangalore. 
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DO IT YOURSELF 








You necd +A peneil, Thread, Thick cardboard (you can tear 
this from the back of an old saree box) 

‘Thick twine, Scissors, A 6” long broomstick, A 1" X 1” piece of 
white paper 

How to assemble its 


T 






to pages 48, 49, Cut out the pages, with the pair of 
Paste only the front view on the thick cardboard, along 
with the hands and legs. Cut the figures out carefully. 

Now paste the back view of the doll on the cardboard behind 
each of the parts of the doll 

With the help of a pin (ask a parent to do this) poke holes in the 
arms and legs, and on the body, where all the parts are to be fixed 
to each other. (See figure 1.) 









‘ead the twine through the holes and fix the arms and legs 
to the body, by knotting it on either side. 

‘Take the broomstick and place it behind the doll. (See figure 2.) 
‘Take the 1" X 1" piece of white paper, and paste it on the doll, so 
that it holds the broomstick firmly. Allow it to dry. The broomstick 
should not move up and down within the paper. 

‘There! Wasn't that simple? Hold the lower part of the 
broomstick between finger and thumb, Twirl it, to and fro and 
watch the doll dance! 
Concept : IYE! 
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SAR, Mlustrations : LALITHA 











“Well, how about it?" I asked 
my friends 

They nodded their agreo- 
ment 
“What will the surprise be?” 
asked Shantha, 

“I am surprised 
that it hasn't oc- 
cured to you as yet,” 
sniggered Ranjana, 
“Considering that 
you like eating. 
We'll plan a 
surprise party with 
lots of eats.” 

“Hmm,” I 
agreed, “We'll have 

My name is Raji, short cake, samosas, and other 

for Rajeshwari. My two yummy things.” 
best friends are Shantha and *.,, 
Ranjana. Shantha is a little a 
plump, for she loves to eat all 32, “Let’s fill a pot with all 


thetime. Her nicknameinclass 5°Fts of things and place it 
is - Chubby Baby! somewhere.... or hang it some- 
‘ where in the 


Ov day, the three of us oom. Then we'll 
were sitting on the bal- Tack it open, and 
goodies will fal 











“I've got an idea,” said Ran- 





cony of my house. My younger 
sister joined us. 

“Why don't you plai 
surprise for my birthd: 
asked. 

Not a surprising idea, con- 
sidering it was her birthda 
and the idea itself was hers! 

I looked at her condescend- {| 
ingly. Well, she was my sister, 
and not a bad one at that. 

“We'll think about it,” I told 


her, and she went out. 
Lap 














“Let's fill it with water,” gig- 
gled Shantha, 

“Don't be dumb!” 
retorted Ranjai 
who loved putting 
down — Shantha 
when she was in 
one of her giggly 
moods. “Then the 
birthday cake and 
‘thing else will 
ome wet, What's 
the use of a party 
then?” 

“L just suid it for 
fun you know,” grumbled Shan 
tha 

Ideas we 

















» swimming about 
ring to 


in my brain, and I was 
Ko. 





“Cut it out you two!” I said 


1's meet at Ranju's house in 
















the evening. I'll 
about it by then. 


oll my parents 


that evening, we mot at 
Ranju's house, She showed 
me a lovely pot 

“I got this with great difficul- 
ty from my grandmother,” she 
said, “You know how elders 
hate parting with their old 
things. She says that this pot 
has been in our family for 
generations.” 

We sot to work. Shantha got 
some paint and painted the pot 
a bright blue, along with her 
ids, She made a great mess 
of everything. We filled the pot 
with some toff 
coloured ribbon, balloons, lol- 
lipops,ete. 








bits of 





hen came the big day. We 
began to arrange every- 
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“Quick!” Ranju 
hurried us, “The 
youngsters will 
‘soon be coming.” 
“Ya,ya,” replied 
Shantha, “Can't 
you see, I am 
trying to hang the 
pot in place,” 
“Give it to me,” 
demanded Ranju, 
irritated. “Raji and I will do it. 
You are so clumsy sometimes.” 
Finally, that too was done. 
‘The party went off very well 
T caught Shantha eyeing the 
huge bow! of samosas longingly. 
I gave her a poke in the ribs 
“Why did you do that” she 
grumbled, “I was dreaming of 
something quite happily.” 


Poona, it was time to break. 
the great pot. 

Ranju took many turns, but 
all she hit was air. I tried next, 
but fared no better. The kids 
were beginning to giggle and 
pass comments, Even the 
‘birthday girl’ joined her guests 
n ribbing us. Both of us were 
red and embarrassed. ‘The pot 
had been hung too high to be 
hit. 

Suddenly, Shantha began 
acting quite crazily. 




















Suddenly, 
Shantha began 
acting quite 


crazily. 
She kicked 

off her 
shoes. 





She kicked off 
her shoes, jumped 
on the table and 
broke the pot 
before any of us 
could wink. 

All the toffees, 
ribbons, balloons, 
ete, began to fall 
and scatter around 
the room. Then 
something else came crashing 
out of the pot, It was the can of 
blue paint. Shantha must have 
absent-mindedly put that in 
too. 

As we all looked round-eyed, 
it tumbled down, sploshing 
paint in the process, as my 
sister's friends scurried out of 
the way like rats, Poor Shantha 
couldn't eseape! 








hantha was quite gloomy 

for days after that, We had 
to buy some toffees to cheer her 
up. 

‘Though the party had gone 
of very well ( an under- 
‘statement since it was talked of 
by my sister and her friends for 
days after that), we had to 
spend the next day cleaning the 
floor with turpentine and soap. 





a kg A RIDDLES 
ta 


re Q: Thave a red body, [vis 
9 a? full of gold coins. Who am 1? 








| — 
antha took to jogging | < 

ve had done a too 
ng her up! 





after tha 
‘good job 










Q 6 1 don't eat nor drink 
but TF guard the house Who am 
Y 

have not 
plete address. Ple 


7g) 
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Prakruthi, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 560 011. 
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Atmostanunced 
and fy years ogo, 8 
Bitish offer wort out 
to hurt tgersn the 
gnbed 






strange glittering 
among the foliage and 
rubble, Gathering hel 
pers from the nearby 
villages, the officer set 
‘outto explore, Whathe 
discovered were 
apparently 

fed with 

entrances 


From that chance discovery, the 2,000 year-old 
ealed to the living world 











THE AJANTA 
CAVES 





Today, the wall-paint 
ings, sculptures and architec 
ture of the Ajanta caves are 
world-famous. Thousands of 
visitors come here to marvel 
at one of the true wonders of 
the ancient world 


But what has been 
preserved for an 
amazing 2,000 years 
is fast facing danger 
Visitors deface wallls 
with their names and 
thar inscriptions. 
The fabulous 
paintings are disin- 
tegrating the 
reason? Moisture 
from the breaths of 
the thronging daily 
visitors and other 
kinds of exposure. 
Will the paintings 
weather the next 20 
years? Time alone 






can tell 











Here | am, sitting still, 
watching time run, inthe attic 
of this big, old house. It has 
been sixty-two years. am a 
deep red violin, with the 
same good strings, that were 
put on me when | was made 
| feel useless now, 


Hark! What's that? | can 
sense movements around 
me. The family, whose pre- 
vious generations | knew so 
well, are moving to another 
house. A young man is clear- 
ing the attic and makinga list 
of the things to be taken to 
the new house. His hands 
reach down for me, and | 
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hear him choking as he 
cleans my black, leather 
case. He opens it and 
seeing me, calls for 
another person. | hear 
heavy steps and there, 
at the entrance of the 
attic stands a man of 
about sixty — a man 
whom | know very well, 
for whom | was bought. 


hed 
fees 


A\1ook of joy brightens his 
aged eyes as his glance falls 
on me. A wave of feelings 















































ESSAY — 


close to his heart. 
I had long waited for just 
this moment. 


Meera Krishnamoorthy, 
aged 12, 

Boston M.H.S.S., 
Madras, 


CLASS CONFUSION 








and emotions . 
flicker through} My London Bridge 
his mind. He —S <i 
takes me into] — Once, during Maths period in school, the teacher 
his own hands, | was scolding a boy for not paying attention, 

and wipes the | _ |was feeling bored. | took my foot ruler and made a 


sort of bridge, by placing one end on my desk, and the 


dust off me. He | other end on my fhend Divya's desk 


tunes me with “It's a bridge,” | whispered to her. 

his hands —the | “Such asily bridge,” she whispered back 

very same | _‘No.itstheLondon Bridge. "I said, andtothe amaze- 
ment of everybody and mysel,| suddenly began singing, 

hands that had perlialsiapniag 

held me and| rating down, taling down...” 

played those | _tstoppedas suddenly asl had started, Everybody had 

long forgotten | burst out iaughing.| stood up, embarrassed 

ca s'S i c| _. to my good fortune, the teacher, who had just 
finished scolding one student, was in no mood to scold 

melodies. lanciher. 


He then plays ‘She just gave me a scomful look and turned to the 


a simple song | backboard 
1 sat down mockly after muttering a meeker ‘sorry 





which brings} —\satce 
tears to his Yamint W.agedt3, 
eyes. Memories Padma Seshadri Bala Bhavan S.8.S, 

of his father and 


the life he has 
lead, float in his 
mind. He hugs 
me, keeping me 





















it with your hands. Chlorine, 
the mother is a pungent gas, 
and can cause suffocation even 
when you breath in just a little 
amount. But Sodium Chloride? 
Well, he is friendly and tasty 
too! We need him in our food to 
help our system remain stable. 

Lack of Sodium Chloride 
causes imbalances in our 
culatory system. If dehydration 
occurs, it is diluted and given in 


COMMON SALT 


(Creu: AND UNCOMMON THINGS! 


agine how 

the son will be, 

when the father is inflammable 
d corrosive, and the mother i 

pungent and poisonous? Don't chemicals. 

be surprised, but we eat that 

‘son’ everyday, and he is a part STORY 

of almost every food we make. 

Yes. You guessed it, It is salt! 


ecto, theater gist THE EASY 


self when exposed to air. It 


can burn your skin if you touch WAY 












intravenous injections. It is also 
used to manufacture different 
















The Raja of Oudh wanted 
aglider to be built exclusively 
for his use and pleasure. So, 
in the year 1929, he 
employed a few technicians 
to assemble one in his 
palace. 
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In this way, offsprings of 
two dissimilar parents are often 
soluble in water. 


 ometimes, dark-coloured 
parents give rise to light- 
coloured offsprings. 


Miracles of Chemistry 
Let me give you an example 
Zine, which is black in colour, 
when in contact with sulphuric 
acid, forms Zinc Sulphate, 
whieh is white in colour. 
Silver Sulphate (black 
colour), with hydrochloric acid, 
gives white Silver Chloride. 
Copper (a brown and bright 
metal), with colourless Sul- 
phurie acid, gives a bluish- 
green Copper Sulphate 
Lead Sulphide (usually 
black), when freshly made, is 
gold in colour. It is known as 
‘fools gold’, 
Chemistry is 
surprises, 








full ‘of 


K. Charanya, aged 12, Bain School, Madras. 








In a matter of months the 
machine was ready. It was a 
beautiful-looking one, and 
the Raja liked it very much. 

“Let me try the glider,” he 
decided 





“Drag the glider to the 
nearby airfield!" he ordered 
his men 


Alas! There was a unique 
problem. The glider had 
been built inside the palace 
and could not be taken out! 

“We'll have to dismantle it 
and re-assemble it at the air- 
field,” said his men. 

But the impatient raja 
cried, “Demolish the wall 
and drag the glider out!” 

KAILASH 
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reflect personality too. 


eople who wear well- 
tailored and clean clothes 


- ® & \ are usually found to be careful. 
y % 3) They live disciplined lives. They 
are mostly perfectionists in 
everything they do and will not 
tolerate indifference to an; 
é thing. They are people with con- 
. fidence and are orderly, 
methodical and punctual. They 
/ know the value of time, are 
| hard-working and courteous. 
eople can be 
Piss in 
many ways 
We can judge . 
them by their b t 
them by the y its cover 
handwriting 
theclothes they 
wear, ete. 
II these 
show what kind 
of people they 
are, their 
nature, their 
likes and dis 
likes 
People are of dif- 
z 
fe} 
z 
a 




















People by’ 


their 
clothes 












ferent kinds. Some 
meticulous and 
others 


reful, 


iy be: mote Pe: who wear not so 


casual, and yet others, JP clean and. unpressed 
characteristics and at- Clothes are not so well- 
titudes find their disciplined. They treat life 
reflection in the clothes casually and indifferently. They 
O they wear. Clothes thus, donot strive to achieve what they 
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desire. They lack 
perseverance and con- 
fidence. They do not 
care for the people 
around them, 


eople with a shab- 

by dress sense 
have lazy habits. They 
do their work in a crude 
and clumsy manner. 
They do not look for 
perfection. Thus, their 
achievements are 
below average, 

One thing leads to 
another. Soon, they be- 
come dependant on 
others for everything 








they do. 
Colours also char- 
acterise people. 


Pleasant colours give a 
happy and good im- 






| 

A, pression. They too, indicate people 

(¢ —_with a taste for good things in life. 
‘They are clear, precise and courteous. 2, 
Dark colours give a violent and fe} 


sometimes bad impression, = 
Do you judge people by the clothes > 
they wear? = 


S.Naxali, aged 12, Q. 
St. Joseph's Girls H.S., 
Visakhapatnam. O 
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We all spread pollution! 

But prevention is better than 
cure, 

Solet us pledge to assure 

And learn the ways to stop it 

Plant more trees, 

‘And check air pollution, 

Throw no garbage, 

And decrease ws 





pollution 
For noise pollution — 

Get your vehicles checked, 
Lo and behold! 

To save the earth, 


~~ POLLUTION 


Look for more solutions 


And fir ion! 
Piacisu pcan id first control, then stop pollution! 


No solution to itt 
| spread pollution, 
You spread pollution, 


Suruchi Jain, Std. Vil, 
St. Anthony's Sr. S. S., 
New Delhi 








POETRY 
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(ontexer FevER ) “There are 


only four balls left, 
grandma,"’ I replied, “The in- 
dians can't win, 
“Fools!"’ 
replied my 
4 grandma, 
“Can't they 
buy and 
keep dozens 
of balls 
before they 
ore star the 
Indians een 


were There was 





Once, my 





brother and | were watching 
T.V. at home with our friends. 
Isat beside my grandmother 
‘on the cot 

She too, was 

watching T.V. 

with us, She is 

iliterate, and 

does not 

know cricket 

at alll 


aw 
losing. Iney were G Ni rma's dead 
tating, winony CP RAND! Sience in 
four balls to go, the room for 
and no way of ‘> moment. 
making up the Then alll of 


tuns. My brother us burst into 
Gopi wos very laughter. 
upset. He was nearly in tears. Even Gopi. He forgot that 

“What's the matter the indians were losing and 
with him?" Grandma laughed too. 


one N. Vennila, aged 11, Bangalore - 560 017. 





that in English, the three letter word ‘set” has 58 meanings - as a 
noun, 126 meanings asa verb,and 10 meanings asa participle adjective? 
| su that more than 0.4 billion people speak English throughout the 
world? 
that noone in the world uses more than 60,000 words in his life time, 
either in writing, or speaking, or both? 
that English is in official use in 37 countries of the world including 
India? 
| ssw that the old English was also known as Anglo-Saxon? 
that the letter most in use in the English language is the letter ‘E 
and the letter Q’ is the least used one? 
R. Gowri Shanker, aged 15, Rasipuram - 637 408. 








DID You KNow? 
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sk anybody who 
grown-up, middle aged 
or aged, “Which period 
of your life did you really 
enjoy?” 

Most probably, their answer 
will be, “Childhood days!” And 
the reply too, most 
likely, would have 
come from the 
heart. Why do 
people say that? Let, 
us see what the 
reasons could be. 


ell, a child i 
playful and in short, 


a free soul. No wor- 
ries or respon 








ESSAY 


siblities that are 
earth-shaking. 
There is no fixed 
responsibility, ex- 
cept to do his home 
work, study well, 
and’ obey his 
parents, 

He can also get 
all that he de- 
sires. Take, for 
instance ‘the 
eternal thirst for 
toys. The child 
asks for it, and 














most of the time, parents yield 
tohis demands. They know, this 
is the only time in life that he 
can enjoy it. And the parents 
also always seem to want their 
child to have and enjoy every- 


All the child 
has to do is study 
and pursue his 
hobbies. All other 
needs are taken 






care of by the parents. 


~'t is only during childhood 

that you or I can do anything 
we like without wondering or 
worrying about the end results. 
A prank is a prank, and what 
happens in the end does not 
worry the child. 

A really smart and playful 
child attracts everybody to him. 
He is liked by everybody in the 
locality and-reaches the status 
of a minor ‘hero’ there. Unlike 
grown-ups, he visits others’ 
houses freely, and does not 
worry whether he is welcome 





there or not. He charms 
everybody with his cherubic 
smile and steals their hearts. 
That's why, a grown-up al- 
ways envysa child, Do you need 
any more evidence for that? 


ST. Sunder Raman, aged 11, 
Padma Seshadri Schoeh 








POETRY 





Granny and her 
Friend! 


‘My granny’s name is Nani 
She lives in her house, lonely. 
She has a friend called Vani, 
Who lives in the nearby colony. 


They always meet and talk 
forever, 

Often go to the market together, 

They have only one hobby, 

That is to visit places, holy! 


wvtla 


(On Sundays, we go and meet 
them; 
But send them letters, seldom. 
It is always nice to see them, 
But it is worse to miss them! 





Athira 8. Nair, aged 11, 
Nirmala Bhawan School, 
Keral 
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1g ago, there once 
old king. He had 
become tired and weak 


‘and wished tohand over theking- 
dom to a successor, He had a little 
daughter, But sho was just six 
years old, He needed somebody 
to rule the kingdom till she 
was old enough todo Lv 

so, So he sent out a + 
proclamation — 

“My kingdom is 
his who makes me 
take off my crown, when I 
the throne. 

“How strange!” people mur- 
mured, when they heard it. But 
still, there were many who 
decided to try. 


locks of people rushed to 
the palace to try their luck. 
y used many tricks and 
ruses to make the king remove 
his crown, But in vain. 

Oneday, alittle mouse peek- 
ing from a drain, overheard two 
men discussing the strange 
proclamation. 








“Hmm, the 


mouse, “I'll t 


thought 
my luck.” 


So, that night, he scurried 
into the palace towards the 
g's bedroom. He ran 

and hid himself 

among the folds of the 
turban, that the 

king used a crown, 


he next day was 
bright and 

clear. The king, as 

usual, went to his 

court, and began 

the day's business, ‘Then, the 
mouse began his mischief. He 
put a paw out of the turhan and 


) 





scratched the king on his 
head 
‘At first the king ignored the 
irritation. The mouse continued 
to scratch. It became so un- 
bearable, that the king grabbed 
his turban and lifted i 
Out jumped themouse, over- 
joyed. 
“O king!” it sang, “It was I 
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great durbar hall, Even the 
curious common people were to 
see the new ruler in the palace 
terrace, after he was crowned. 
Clad in bright, glittering 
clothes, the mouse sat on the fan- 


tastically jewelled throne, made 
specially for the coronation. 

Before , men sat down, 

the length and breadth of the 

hall. There were the old 

=) king's family members, 

1, nobles and distinguished 

emenand... the young prin- 

Coss with her pet cal! ~ 





the coronation began. ‘The 

old king lifted his hand for 

i silence. 

who made you take off your “We have before us,” he an- 

crown. It's mine now, mine!” nounced, “The new king who 
“What?” exclaimed the baf- will rule after me, from today. 

fled king, “You're hardly bigger He is to be crowned now.” 

than my fist!” No sooner had he said these 
“So what?” asked the mouse, words than, the princess got up 

“What's my size got to do with it? from her seat, cat in hand. She 

Remember your proclamation?” walked towards the throne. 




























he king did not know what ‘The cat saw the mouse. And 
to do. The mouse stood the mouse saw the eat too. All 
gloating, in front of him. was still for a moment. Then 
“Pather,” said the young suddenly, the cat leapt out of 
princess, “Arrange to crown the princess's hand. The mouse 
him. Don’t worry. Ill see to the | leaptdown from thethrone, and 
rest of it.” scurried for safety. 
‘The king agreed. ‘The princess was crowned 
So, a ceremony was arranged heir-apparent, and the king 
vo crown the new king. All the resumed his duties. 
nobles of the land were invited 
to attend the function in the © VENKULAM DHANAPALAN 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


I saw her everyday as I went she spoke, and her hands and 
to school. She was stooping legs shivered due to old age, But 
and very old. Her pure white yet, I always felt that she was a 
shalwar kameez and chunni al- person who had met life confi- 
ways made me dently. Her silver 
wonder which locks were always 
detergent she dishevelled, 
used to wash 
them. The black Jpererbotneres 
framed spectacles to ask her 
name or where 


was a part of her 
face. Her ehunni she belonged. But, 
always covered I always wished 
her head. She her a graceful 
walked very slow- namaste as I 
ly while her deft walked past her. 
fingers kept moving the rosary In reply, her shaking hand 
beads. Her voice quivered as would lift, and she mumbled 






























r. Stig Ker- 






wIsH You 
A HAPPY 
BIRTHDAY |: 


visited my father’s 
sugar factory for 
some technical as- 
signment. He 
spoke English with 
a funny accent, He 





found the spicy In- 
dian food quite dif- 
ferent from his 
own, The result 
was - indigestion 
and severe 
stomach ache, 
‘That morning, 
when my father 
asked him, “How 
do you do?” he 
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replied, “Oh! It’s a bad day for 
me!” 
Duetohisfunny English, my 


something in Punjabi. Even 
today, I don’t know what she 
said. But I know it must have 
been something good, for she 
always gave a toothless smile 
afterwards. I do not know what 
bonded us together in a strange 
relationship. 

Now I miss that toothless 


smile. I miss her mumbling and 
her wrinkled face, Everything 
has changed now - no she did 


not disappear or die! I have 
changed my school. I go the 
other way. 


C. Sujatha, aged 15, 
New Delhi - 110 058. 


FOOD FOR THOUGHT! 








A ‘BIRTHDAY’! 





father heard it as ‘birthday’! 


o he ordered a big cake and 

presented it to him. Mr. 
Kertisis was very happy with 
the present. At least, it was 
something familiar to his 
stomach. 

‘The next day, my father 
asked, “How do you do?” as 
usual. 


“I am fine,” replied the 
beaming Mr. Kertisis, “Yester- 
day might have been a bad day, 
but Lam alright now.” 

‘That was when my father 
realized what ‘day’ it really had 
been! 


AV. Vaishnav, aged 11, 
‘Vadapathimangalam. 
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nee upon a time, there 
lived a wealthy cock 
‘The king of the land 


once borrowed money from him, 
promising to repay it with inter- 
est, exactly a year later. 

Four years passed. But the 
cock saw no signs of his money 
beingreturned, Sohe decided to 
go to the capital city and ask for 
repayment of the loan, 

On the way he met a jackal. 

“Where are you going?” he 
asked the cock. 


“Cock-a-doodle doo!” replied 
the cock, “The king has not 
bothered to repay a loan, and I 
am going to ask for my money 
bac 

“[ want to see the palace 

too,” replied the jackal. “I'll 
come with you!” 
‘ou can," replied the cock, 
“But the king's soldiers won't let 
you into the palace, Hide under 
my wing.” 

‘The jackal hid under the 
cock's wing. 

















lhey crossed a river. 
Wait!” cried the river 
“Where are you going?” 

‘The cock told her. 

“Take me with you,” the 
river said. 

“Hide in my stomach,” said 
the cock, “I'll sneak you past the 
king’s soldiers.” 

The cock then met a wolf 
who wanted to see the king and 
is palace too. He hid under the 
cock's other wing. 

‘Then the four friends met a 
ladder who wanted to see the 
king too. 

“Hide in my ear,” said the 
cock, 





hen they reached the 

palace, the cock strutted 
straight into the king’s private 
chamber, 


“Remember the money you 
took from, me sire?” asked the 
cock, “You're yet to return it to 
me.” 
‘The king was so furious that 
he called his guards and cried, 
“You dunderheads! Who let him 
in? Throw him into the cock- 
pen. The palace cocks will peck 
him to death.” 

Sothat’s where our cock was 
thrown. The cock called out the 
jackal from under it's wing. The 












jackal made a good meal of all 
the royal cocks and jumped 
back under the cock's wing: 

‘The cock hopped out of the 
pen, and strutted into the king's 
chamber again, 

“My money back!” he cried, 
“You thief! Give it back to me, 
you cheat! 





lhe king gnashed his teeth 
and cried, “Throw this 
solent cock into the goat-pen! 

‘This time, it was the wolf 
that had a good meal. 

When the king came to know 
of it, he cried, “Throw that cock 
into the dry well in our back- 
yard! Let it die there! 

Well, the cock simply 
climbed out of the well with the 
help of the ladder. 

He strutted into the King’s 
chamber and cried, “My money 
back! My money back!” 















“Shut this fellow in a dry 
thatched hut,” shrieked the 
king, “And set fire to it!" 

‘This time, it was the river 
that came to the cock’s rescue. 


6, the persistant cock just 

|walked into court when the 
king was sitting there with his 
ministers. 

“O royal courtier 
cock, “This king has borrowed 
money from me but does not 
want to return it.” 

He then told the courtiers all 
what the king had done. 

‘The king was so ashamed 
that he paid the cock the full 
amount, with interest. 

‘The cock returned home 
happy, after sharing the 
amount with his four friends. 





K.K.IYER 






= QUIZ Quz— 
I Ml 
1. Which is the 
1. Who was 
the outlaw of Sher- capal of crite’ 
wood Forest? 2. Which is the 
capital of Ger- 
2. Which is the many? 
highest waterfall in 3. Which is the 
the world? capital of Switzerland? 
3. Which is the tallest animal 
in the world? IV 
wartrqtitich athe festestfishin 1 Wise ig the currency of 


Bangladesh? 





Hoon AND GUNS! 


2. What is the currency of 

































Israel? 

1, Who inverted the safety Snes ig tne currency of 
mate 

2. Whoinventedthe machine azaknstan 
gun? 

3. Who ine 8. Venkataraman, 
betta National English 
mometer? English 

Bangalore. 
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MY STORY : OIL 











fe on this planet will 

drastically change if all 

‘il supplies suddenly dry 
up. Cars and buses cannot run 
without petrol; planes will be 
grounded without fuel; trains 
will stop without lubricants; 
and.there will be no electricity 
because power station gener- 
ators cannot turn without 
lubrication, If oil had never 
been discovered, life today 


would probably be very much 
like what it was two hundred 
years ago! 






he story of oil began many 
lions of years ago. At 

about the time of the large 
dinosaurs, the earth was 
covered by many warm, shallow 
oceans. Countless millions of 
tiny sea animals sank to the 
ocean bed and decayed into 
sludge. As time passed, the 
layers of sludge became very 
thick, and were covered by mud. 
‘The weight of water and mud 






pressing down on the sludge 
changed it into tiny drops of oil 
Gradually, the oil spread 
through the ground until it 
reached a barrier of hard rock, 
which stopped it from spreading 
further. Because the rock could 
not soak up oil, more and more 
oil collected in the space above 
it, until what we now call an oil 
field was formed. The whole 
process of forming an oilfield 
takes many millions of years. 


On of the earliest refer- 
ences to the use of oil is in 
the Bible. The pitch which was 
used to coat Moses’ cradle was 











































Titusville. Drake 
and his men 
started drilling on 
August, 1859. By 
the 27th of August, 
men saw oil float- 
ing on top of the 
water inside the 
drilling pipe. 


probably very thick erude oil 
‘The ancient Egyptians used oi 
for various purposes. Yet, it wa 
not until the middle of the last 
ntury, that anyone really un 
ood the value of oil 
Oil used to frequently see) 
to the surface in Pennsylvania 
US.A. People collected it a 
used it to burn lamps, or put i 
into bottles and sold it as 
modicine. Certain businessmer 
thought that if enough oil coul 
be collected, it could be sold a 
over the U.S.A. In 1858, the 
Seneca Oil Company sent 
Edwin Drake to drill for oil at 





der 


















le started 
in oil rush. People with 
ttle or no knowledge of 
yrospecting, obtained 
‘oneessions. Drilling der- 
icks sprang up all over 
he area. Modern oil ex- 
slorers have scientific 
nethods that tell them 





where to drill. Thus their chan- 
ces of striking oil are much 
greater. 

‘The next stage, was to build 
refineries in which the different 
substances of the crude il could 
be separated from each other. 
‘The principle process, which is 
still used today, was distilla- 
tion. The oil is heated strangly 
in a special furnace, and the 
vapours produced condense at 
different temperatures and so 
can be easily separated. 





ji or many years, the chief 
product from the early 
refineries was lamp oil. Another 
more inflammable liquid was 





produced by distillation of crude 
oi There appeared to be no 
commercial use for this liquid. 
‘The usual way of getting rid of 
it was to pour it into open pits 
and burn it. This liquid was 
petrol! And who needed petrol 
then? 

In 1885, a petrol engine was 
used for the first time to propel 


a road vehicle. Thi- 
event proved of gr 
significance tothe oil 
dustry. The advent o' 
the motor car industr: 
made petrol the mai! 
product of the oil in. 
dustry. 


|| Petrochemicals are 
substances mad: 
from _petroleun 
produets by chemical 
processes. The earliest 
petrochemicals wer 
made in the 1930's in 
the U.S.A. Synthetic 
rubber was made in the 
laboratory from a petroleum by- 
product. Later, during the war, 
a shortage of natural rubber 
meant that more synthetic rub- 
ber had to be produced. 
Petrochemicals are used in the 
manufacture of many domestic, 
industrial and commercial ‘ar- 
ticles such as transistor radio 
cases, musical records, electri- 
cal insulation cups and saucers. 
Fibres like nylon and terylene 
arealso made from oil products. 





he fight against food 

shortages provides a good 
example of what oil research 
can achieve. People have said, 
‘If only we could grow plants in 
the desert’. Now, they can. Re- 
search has shown that if a cer- 
tain kind of oil is sprayed onto 
the desert sand, the oil will bind 
the sand together and provide a 
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firm base for the plants, Trees 
planted in the Libyan 
yeurs ago, are now over ten 
high. One day, edible crops may 
be planted, making the deserts 
great food producing regions. 
My story shows how oil ser- 
ves mankind in many different 





sert ten 





ways, and how poorer the world 
will be without it. The world 
will need as much oil in the next 








vi: Really? 


Ram : Yes. Then my mother 
chased it off so that she could dust 
the set. 
K. Thyagarajan, aged 16, 
Madras - 600 0: 
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ten years as it has used in the 
last hundred! 

Many experts predict that 
there will be a world-wide 
shortage of oil by the year 2020. 
Whatever the outcome, the next 
thirty years in my story will be 
just as exciting as the first 
hundred. 

‘Text and illustration : 
DISNEY 








Q 
A: 


Whe 
Ata 


do ants eat? 





ur-ant! 
P. Nishanth, aged 12, 
(63 101. 
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't was a saturday 
afternoon. I was not 
in good spirits. I was 
very angry with 
myself. I had lost my 
best friend’s address. 
She had moved to 
Hyderabad — two 
months ago. Her 
father had been trans- 
ferred in his job. 

I rummaged 
through my shelf for 
the thirteenth time 
that day but did not 
find her address. She 








oo Stories from our Readers 


had written to me twice since 
she had moved there. But she 
had not written her address on 
her letters, Just the word 
‘Hyderabad’ adorned the top 
right corner. I could never write 
to her again! Not getting any 
reply from me, she would soon 
stop writing too. 


I was nearly in tears at the 
thought. To cheer me up, my 
father suggested that we (my 
father, mother, brother, sister 
and me) go to the fair that came 
to town once in a year, 

Soon, we were at the ’ 
enjoying ourselves, I could not 
help thinking about the lost ad- 
dress from time to time, Sud- 
denly, I spotted the Giant 
Wheel. I hurried to join the 
queue, My memories flew to the 
same day, two years ago, 


Pare: and I, (for that is 
my friend's name) had 
come to the same fair, We had 
shared a box in the Giant 
Wheel, and when we reached 
the top in the last round, she 
had screamed for the sheer joy 
of screaming. 


My thoughts were inter- 








rupted when I heard a shrill 8} 


scream. I looked up. In the 
growing darkness, I could make 
out the form of a girl in the 
int Wheel. She resembled 





cotta 51 hen 


Prathima (only she was a bit 
taller). I kept staring at her as 
the wheel went round and 
round. Soon, it stopped, She got 
out of the wheel. 

“Could it be Prathima?” I 
wondered. “She would be taller 
now...” 





My thoughts were inter- 
rupted again... this time by a 
call, “Sphurthy! 
I turned and saw that the 
girl was indeed Prathima! My 
joy knew no bounds. She then 
told me that her father had been 
transferred back to Mysore and 
that she was moving into our 
neighbourhood! 








Sphurthy N. Rao, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 033. 
















Te is a unique prob- 
“lem to us, in 
Modern India. Even 
educated people do not 
bother about it. Final- 
ly, when there is no 
place in our country, 
and on earth, where do 
we go? From where 
shall we get food? Will 
we carry oxygen 
cylinders on our backs 
in the 21st century? 
Greenery is being 
mercilessly killed to 
make place for us. So 
are animals. Why don’t 
we understand that ‘A 
Stitch in Time Saves 





POPULATION 





know this is a very commonly talked 
[oes topic - but how many of us real- 

ly care for it? Population is increasing 
day by day. We - human beings - Masters 
of our universe — have an uncontrollable 
problem— POPULATION! Medical science 
has developed enough to save man, from 
disease and premature death. But it has 
also resulted in population explosion, 
causing problems. No admissions in 
schools, no vacancies for jobs — these 
have become common in our country. 
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Nine’! Well, the 
population explosion 
cannot be allowed to 
continue further. The 
results then, will be 
horrible, 


Or big reason for 
this problem is 
the desire to hav 
SONS. All want sons to 
carry on the family 
name. But if there 
were no ‘women’, 
where will these ‘sons! 
come from? We cannot, 
naturally, inerease the 
death rate! But we 
definitely can try con- 
trol the birth rate 
Another great mis- 
conception is that 
more children bring 
more income to the 
family. ‘The parents 
forget that. children 























ESSAY 


are expensive too! 


I ook at the crowds on your city pave- 

nents every morning. We have to 
push and heave to reach schools and 
offices. 






























































What a waste of time and energy it is! 
‘Think how much worse it will 
become in the future, 





Enough! Let's be more con- 
scious about this problem, Just 
imagine! India is only the 
seventh largest country, yet it is 
the second most-populated area 
in the world! 





Erode - 638 003. 
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{_ EXPERIENCE 


this happened 

when I was 
nine years old. We 
visited the Jumeira 
Beach in Dubai. 
My parents, my 
cousin sister and 
brother, my younger 
sister and I, got 
ready to go. We 
took our swim 
suits along. 

When we reach- 
ed there, 
changed into our 
swimsuits and 
began splashing at 


—_—~— 
———— 
—_— 
—_— 
~—_ 
— 


the waves ou 
the shore. 

was great fat 

Here, I must mention that only 
my father knows swimming. We 
hhad taken a video camera and an. 
ordinary one, to take pictures of 
our day at the beach. 


My cousin and, held hands 
and began to walk on the rocks 
on one side of the beach. We did 
not know that the sea between 
the rocks was deadly and deep. 

Suddenly, both of us took a 
wrong step and fell in. I was 
able to catch at one of the rocks. 

‘My father who was taking 
pictures with the video camera 





did not notice at first. 1 

began to pull at my 

cousin. Suddenly, my 

father noticed us strug- 

gling, through his camera lens. 

‘That's when he jumped in and 

began to swim towards us. I 

somehow got out of the deep and 
helped my cousin come up. 


By thistime, my frightened 
younger sister began to cry. 
Now, whenever I visit a 
beach, I remember this inci- 
dent. I remember that I could 
hardly eat a morsel of food that 
day —I had taken in so much 
salt water! 
Subha V., aged 10, 
Sacred Heart Convent, 
Thrissur. 
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mn sure all of you know of 
hakuni, Duryodhana’s 
maternal unele, and Gandhari’s 


brother in the Mahabharatha. 
He was the prince of 
Gandhara. He was sly, and 


slunk about like a jackal. He 
lurked like an evil shadow in 
Duryodhana’s palace, always 
alert for the slightest oppor- 
tunity to wreck revenge on him. 
Yes. Don't be surprised. His one 
aim in life was to ruin the 
Kaurava prince - and this was 
what led to the great war of 
Kurukshetra. 








Tiitett you why. Once, long, 
long ago, Duryodhana seized 
Shakuni and his ninety-nine 
brothers, and threw them intoa 
dark prison cell. The evil 
Kaurava prince sent them food 
just enough for one person 
every day. The hundred 
brothers pounced on the food 
and devoured it hungrily. But 
how long could they last. this 
way? 





Then, one ailing them saw 
light. 
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“We will all die this way,” he 
told his brothers. “This food is 
enough to keep just one of us 
alive, Let it be so. That one will 
eat and live to avenge us one 


day! 


So they cast lots. And it was 
Shakuni’s name that was 
drawn. The ninety-nine 
brothers said, “Shakuni! We 
will not eat a morsel henceforth. 
Eat well, and keep living. 
Avenge our deaths before you 
reach your end.” 

Poor Shakuni wept and took 
an oath to destroy Duryodhana. 





Everyday, Shakuni ate his 
fill, as he watched his brothers 
die of hunger, one by one. He 
held each of them in his arms 
and swore to do as he had 
promised 






Shakuni never forgot. He 
was the one who lured Yud- 
hishtra to the game of dice. He 
helped exile the Pandavas, 
helped Duryodhana seize the 
kingdom of Indraprastha. 

He sowed the seed for the 


Kurukshetra war, that was to 
destroy Duryodhana and his 
brothers. 


M. Vivek, aged 13, 
Bharathiya Vidya 
Bhavan's Sri Ramakrishna 
Vidyalaya, 

Sainikpur. 








Q: What happened to the 
moron who listened toa match? 
A: He burnt his ear! 


MS. Kiran Kumar Ambeckar, 
Bangalore - 36. 
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FIRST QUESTIONS! 


1) Which was the first telegraph line in India? 
2) Which-was the first railway track in India? 
3) Which was the first cricket test match played 
by our country? 
A.A. Jayaprakash, 
Bapatla - 522 101. 


EASY CROSSWORD 


rossword is for you who are below ten years of age. 

















Clues: 

Down: Acro 

1, From a mother’s womb 1, Darkest colour 

2. Not the truth 2, We cannot see 

3. We ..... boys. but it is everywhere. 


. They fly in the sky, 
but are not birds 


It makes honey. 
They help us carry 


Prashant Rajaram, Std II, Tejas Vidyalaya, Baroda, 
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2226 — 


Geography Quiz! 


a geography quiz, — that is asked differently. 
























































Clues: 
Across Down: 





2, Golden Temple 


Summer Capital 





One of the twin cities of British India 
7. ‘The sun temple 4. Electronic City 

9. Pink City 5. Seven Hills Shrine 
10; Epic Battle Scene 6. Largest dome in India 


(Adil Shah dynasty) 
8. Jantar Mantar 


Tharani Prasad, Bangalore - 560 084. 








[_ Solution on page 80 
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, office and cried, “Let’s go on a 
pienic. Beready at 6 a.m. tomor- 

row!” 
“Let's go to Golden Beach!” 
cried Sister Ant, who 
was the younger one. 
“No! Vedanthangal!” 
cried Brother Ant, “Or 
the Vandalur Zoo!” 

“We'll visit all three places,” 
said Papa Ant. 













rother and Sister Ant were 

so excited that they began 
getting things ready for the pic- 
nic. 

Sister Ant packed a bag of 
nuts. Brother Ant took a packet 
of sweets. 

‘The next morning, 
Mama Ant was up 
early. She prepar- 


apa and 
Picea 
lived in 


. ed idles chutney, 

a tt fe ches 

Madras with pai es 

Brother Ant and perry 

Sister Ant. onnistrunar 
They were a bes tom 

on the way. 


happy family. 
‘One Saturday She then rush- 


sonny ed. into her bed- 
pein te cl oie room to havea bath and change 
into her favourite sarce, She 
also laid out dresses for Papa, 
Brother and Sister. She 
wanted them to be dressed 
smartly, for Papa was bring- 
ing along his camera. 
‘Then she packed the picnic 
basket, adding an old bedsheet 
tosit on. 


62 sucr se 


t was 5.15 am. Brother 
and Sister Ant were still 
asleep. When Mama and Papa 
woke them up, Brother said, 
“Haaa! Oh! why are you waking 

‘me up so early? 

Sister Ant groaned, “Hmm, 
hmm! I don't want to go to 
school today.” 

“Remember the picnic 
asked Mama, 

The two were out of their 
beds in seconds, They ran into 
the bathroom with tooth- 
brushes and began to sing. 


nder the shower, they 
sang at the tops of their 
voices, "Boom boom shaka, 


Boom boom shak, shakalaka, 
shakalaka boom!” 








At last, Mama managed to 
get them ‘ready and they all 
piled into the car, with their pic- 
nic luggage. 

Mother Ant said, “Children! 
Don't put your hands out: while 
we drive.” 


they reached Golden Beach. 
Papa Ant bought some 
sundal* in little conical paper 
parcels. Mama bought ice- 


"A South Indian cheat, 





creams. They walked towards 
thesea licking and munching, The 
children had rides on the Merry- 
go-round and the Tora Tora, They 
stood for some time on the 
beach, letting the waves wash 
their feet, 


hen next stop, was the 

Vandalur Zoo. "They saw 
many kinds of animals and 
birds, Soon, it was lunch time, 
The food tasted simply fantas- 
tic! 

‘Their last stop was Vedan- 
thangal, How many kinds of 
birds there were! They came 
flying singly and in flocks, Some 
were cute, some were terrifying. 

At 5.55 pm. they were back 
athome, 

Brother and Sister were sad, 
and tired too.’Their picnic wasover, 

“Let's go on another picnic,” 
said Sister. 

“Your picnic is over,” said Papa, 
“It's time for studies once again.” 

The next day, they went to 
school as usual. 

‘The ant family is now wait 
ing for their next pienic. 


N. Vijayalakshmi, aged 10, 
Madras - 600 015. 
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THE AMINJIKARAI BENEFIT FUND LTD. 


(lncorporated under the Indian Companies Act. 1956) 
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COMMERCIAL ART COURSE 
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he school bell 
rang. Faces all 
around me brighten- 
ed. All of us grabbed 
our bags and charged 












ley! Manoj!” my 
friend Arun called out, 
“Why are you looking 
so thoughtful? Tomor- 
row is Sunday! Sun- 






day holiday! 
Doesn't that 
sound great? 
“It does,” I replied, 
“But I don’t want to 
waste it as usual 
What shall I do?” 
“Hey Manoj! 
Arun!” That was Rav 
“What are you talking 
about?” 
“We're talking 





=/ 






















about tomorrow. 

“Ha, ha, ha! What’s there to 
think about tomorrow? Sunday! 
Sunday's playday! 

“We always spend Sundays 
playing,” I replied, “I want todo 
something useful too.” 

Ravi shrugged as Arun 
agreed. 

“Let's all meet. tomorrow,” 
we decided 


A I walked back home, I 
‘Saw a man peel a banana 
and throw it on the pavement. 
Annoyed, I picked it up to throw 
it into the dustbin. Suddenly a 
thought struck me. 





“What if we could 
peel human skin like 
we do a banana?” 

What a strange 
thought! My body 
shivered as I thought 
aboutit, [had reached 
home. 

Thad my tiffin and 
went out to play. 

‘That night, in bed, 
the same peeled-out 
banana illusion appeared in my 
mind, It was only then that I 
understood the value of the 
human skin, 

‘The sharp rays of the early 
morning sun prodded me out of 
bed the next day. 

“Til play in the evening,” 1 
decided, after I had done a few 
chores at home, “Now I'll visit 
doctor uncle's place." 

Dr. Shetty M.D, 

SKIN SPECIALIST 

‘The board welcomed me. 1 
went into the waiting room. I 
gazed at some posters about 
skin on the walls, 











* Cross-section of skin 








When the last patient came 
out of the doctor's room, I went 
in, 
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‘ello Manoj!" 

uncle, "How are yo 
“I am fine, uncle,” I replied, 
“4 just came to understand skin 
better.” 

“Skin,” replied uncle, “Is a 
protective outer covering of the 
body which is made up of 
several layers. It also contains 
specialised cells, glands, ner- 
ves, blood vessels and hair fol- 

licles. Fat cells form the 
innermost layer — they insu- 
late the body from the outside 
temperatures.” 

He explained, all the while 
sketching what 
he said on a 
sheet of paper. 


smiled my 








“I love 
having a bath,” 
I told him, 


“How does it af 
fect our skin?” 

‘People 
with dry skin 
will find that 


taking too many baths may 
cause irritation and itching, 
especially during cold weather,” 
he replied, “Such people should 
bathe twice a week. It is best if 
webathe daily. People with sen- 
sitive skins should use super- 
fatted soaps, bath oils and 
scrubbing brushes on their 
bodies.” 

“What causes sweating” 

“Nervous activity of the 
sweat glands results in sweat- 
ing.” 

“What causes body odours?” 

“Failure to take a bath 
regularly, and also certain bac- 
teria, causes body odours.” 
















Tris incident ook pace when 
| was in the third standard. Our 
teacher gave us a ot of homework to 
be done during the five holidays 
given for Pongal. 

‘That afternoon, after lunch, | im- 
mediately ran cout to play. | didn't 
bother to see what homework had. 
“The next dey, | did alittle homework, 
then went out to play again. The third 
day, my cousins arrived o spend the 
holiday with us. They were with us 
the next day too. 
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G6 Yncle. Will you please 
tell me about the com- 
mon diseases of skin?” 

“Oh sure! Here they are!” 

1. IMPETIGO 

Contageous infection of the 
skin, which occurs most often in 
children. 

2. HERPES SIMPLEX 

Viral infection of skin and 
the mucous membrane. 

3.HERPES ZOSTER 


Viral infection of skin along 
with one of the nerves. 


| had 80 much fun with them 
that | completely forgot my 
homework, On the last day of the 
holidays, @ friend, Madhavi, 


‘dropped in to play. 
‘When we were chatting inthe 
‘evening, Madhavi casually asked, 





“Have you finished your holiday 
homework?” That's when I suddenly 
remembered, “There's school tomor- 
row!” 

| took out my diary and checked 
‘everything out. | began to work in top 
‘speed! But alas! | was unable to com- 
plete it. 





Thenext day in school, the teacher 
asked, “Who hasn't completed their 
homework?” 

1 slowly stood up. 

I received a good scolding, and had 
to stand on the chair the whole day 

‘That aftemoon, | went home sad 
‘end unhappy. Seeing my tired face, my 
mother asked, “What happened?” 
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4, RINGWORM 
INFECTION 

Occurs only in children. It is 
a fungal infection of the skin due 
to a small microscopic plant. 

5. SCABIES 

A skin condition due to a 
‘mite, a small parasite, or an ine 

ot 








‘Those are some common dis- 
\ses, Manoj. So..." 
should take 
skin. Keep it clean and tidy, 
shouldn't we, uncle?” 

“Yes, you are right!" 





‘are of our 











Hold her. 


thanked him, and came out. 
‘The next day, when I met my 
friends at school, I asked them 
how they had spent the holiday, 
Arun told me that he had helped 
his mother in the garden, Ravi, 
as usual had played with his 
friends, When I told them the 
banana » they both 
laughed at me. I didn't. 1 
thanked the banana which had 
begun my quest for skin care, 





stor 





G. Manoj, aged 13, 
Sudharshan Vidya Mandir, 
Bangalore. 


‘That was aturning point in my life. linever forget it. Since 
then, | have always been careful with my work: 


G. Haripriya, aged 12, 


Bhavan's Sri Ramakrishna Vidhyalaya, 


Secunderabad. 
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Srividya S., aged 7, 
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+ ister and Brother Undir+ 
» had arrived in Mooshak- 
.. pur for their holiday 
‘They had had a wonderful train 
journey and were looking for- 
ward to a fun-filled summer 
vacation with their grand- 
arents, Aaji_and Aajoba* 
Indir. Aaji Undir was nice and 
plump and very cozy to cuddle 
up with. Aajoba was slim and 
tall, with the longest whiskers 
one could imagine. 














This was the first time 
Sister and Brother would be 
living away from Papa and 
Mama. Sister Undir was very 
excited. She was really looking 
forward to some independence. 
She began to unpack her 
clothes, books and toys. 
Brother, who was younger, had 
mixed feelings. No Mama to tell 
hima story at night! No Papa to 
help him squeeze out tooth- 
paste on his brush! 

“What if I want to go back 
suddenly? Would Aaji take me 
back home?” he asked Sister 
Undir. 











“Don't be such a baby!” 
replied Sister, “Besides, I’ 
here aren't 1? And so are Aaj 
and Aajoba. I don't see what 
you're fussing about!” 

But poor Brother! He con- 
tinued tosit on hissuitcase with 
his hands cupping his cheeks, 
elbows resting on his knees. He 
was watching Sister unpack, 

“Don't you want to put your 

















things away too? Come on, get 
up!" said Sister Undir, 
“Oh, alright!” replied 


Brother, reluctantly getting up. 
Just then Aajoba Undir 
walked in. 
“So how do you like your 
room, kids?” he asked. 


“he room was just perfect! 
ter and Brother were to 
share it. Bunk beds on one side 
of the room, with a ladder to 
climb up. Two small cupboards 
were placed against another 
wall, one each for Sister and 
Brother. There was also a large 
rack rising from the floor right 
up to the ceiling, full of story 
books and comics! In the middle 











UNDIR i the word for MOUSE im Maram, he language common spoken 


in Maharashtra 
+ Grondmoner ond Grandtamer 
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of the room was a large but very 
low table. You had to sit on the 
floor to be able to use it. The low 
table had lots of interesting 
stuff on it. Pieces of a half done 
jigsaw puzzle were laid out on 
‘one corner. 

““Agji and I have been trying 
todo this puzzle for a week now! 
It has a thousand pieces! We've 
decided to have a party when 
the puzzle is completed!" That 
was Agjoba. 

“Oh, good! I love parties!” 





cried Brother Undir, cheering 
up. 

“Could we also help with the 
Jigsaw puzzle! Please?” asked 
Sister. 

“Sure!” agreed Aajoba at 
onee. 

‘The low table also had several 
packs of cards, a carom board, a 
chess board with chessmen, bot- 
tles and tubes of paints ‘with 
soveral brushes of different sizes, 
crayons, lots of paper, a dolls 
house, and much more! 

“But Aajoba, what do you do 
with all this kid stuff?” asked 
Brother. 





STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


“Well, your Aaji and I play 
with it!” replied grandpa with a 
straight face. 

“Surely you don't mean 
that!” protested Sister loudly. 

“What has he been saying” 
asked Aaji as she walked into 
the room 

“Aaji, do Aajoba and you 
really play with all these toys?” 
asked Brother in wonder. 

“Not except the giant jigsaw 
puzzle! And sometimes cards and 
chess, The rest of the stuff was 
your mother's when she was a 
little girl,"ex- 
plained Aaji. 
“Aajoba 
pulled out all 
the toys for 
thetwoofyou 
to play with. 
But, mind 
you, he loves 
toplay just as 
well!” 

“Lets all 
play cards 
then! I'm 
getting to be rather good at 
Bluff” suggested Brother. 

“But you haven't done your 
unpackifg yet!" remarked Aaji 
“Let Aajoba help you.” 

“The two of them also need a 
bath. I'll help them unpack and 
bathe,” agreed Aajoba Undir. 


fter unpacking, Sister and 

Brother Undir had the 
most exciting bath of their lives! 
‘The bathroom was large with a 
drum shaped copper water 
heater that worked on coal, not 
electricity! There was a large 
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‘metal tub and shiny brass buck- 
ets. Nothing, absolutely noth- 
ing, was made of plastic! Not 
even the soap case and bath 
mugs! 

“Boy! We sure can make alot 
of noise with all this bathroom 
equipment!” commented Sister 
Undir. 

“Lets start a band!" sug- 
gested Brother. 

So Sister drummed’ on the 
tub with a mug and Brother on 
the brass buckets with the soap 
case, Aajoba joined in, singing 
loudiy 

“Old Aajoba, Sis and Bro 

Drummed and danced to 

and fro 

You'd better believe it 

They rather enjoyed it 

Uniil Agji turned up 

at the door. 

And indeed. Aaji did turn up 
and gave Aajoba a stern look. 
ren't you going to help the 
kids finish’ up? Food is ready’ 














Soin the middle ofall the din 
and commotion their baths 
were finally done, Aajoha 
helped Brother Undir dry and 
dress, 

“T don’t need any help!” 
Sister said as she dressed her- 
self. 

“Now for some food!” 
Aajoba. 

“Gosh! AmI hungry!" agreed 
Sister 

““So am I! So am I!" that was 
Brother, 


said 





all march to the 
aid Aajoba, 





nthe kitchen they all settled 

down tocat. Before they real- 
ized it, all the food was cleaned 
out! 

“Now L feel more like a nor- 
mal mouse!” remarked Sister. 

“Who's that peeping nat the 
back door of the kitchen, Aaji?” 









asked Brother, who had spotted 
someone. 

“Oh, the milkman!” 
Aaji getting up. 

‘The milkman had brought his 
buffalo to the doorstep at the back. 
He showed Aaji his pot, inverting. 
it to prove that it was empty, And 
then he began to milk the buffalo 
right there at the doorstep! 

“Wow!” exclaimed Brother, who 
had never seen such a sight before. 

“This way we are sure of get- 
ting pure and fresh milk,” 
explained Aaj. 

“May I drink straight out of 
the buffalo, Aaji?” asked Sister, 

The milkman asked Sister to 
sit down by the buffalo’s side 
near its hind legs with her 
mouth open. Then he squirted 
some milk from the udder 
straight into her mouth! Sister 
gulped it down in shock! Some 
milk was sprayed all over her 
face! She ran away squealing! 

“How was it? Oh, how 
it?” Brother rushed after her 
wanting to find out. 

“It was warm and sweetish,” 
replied Sister, giving the matter 
some thought. I guess it wasbetter 
than the usual milk we have to 
drink with all that skin floating on 
i” 

“Would you like to try 
some?” Aaji asked Brother 
Undir, 

“But, but... the buffalo might 
kick me!” he protested. 

“Okay, some other time,” said 
Agjoba, “Let's not rush him.” 


said 




















aji, Aajoba, Sister and 
Brother settled down to an 














We can make @ 
lot of noise! 


early dinner in the kitchen. 
They had some steaming hot 
rice and daal with butter melt- 
ing in it. Then there was peas 
and carrots bhaji, bowls of 
creamy curd and plenty of 
round and fluffy puris. How 
Sister and Brother stuffed 
themselves! 

“Remember everyone, a 
fruit is compulsory here after 
dinner!" said Aaj, 

“But I'm too full!” 
Sister 

“So am I!” said Brother 
bing his stomach, 

“A rule is a rule!” 
grandma Aaji. 

“I know how to cheat on this 
one!” smirked grandpa Aajoba, 
stroking his whiskers. “I'll have 
a, a... grape!” he announced. 

“Me too!” said Sister, laugh- 
ing. 

“And me!" declared Brother 
looking at Aaji, wondering what 
she was going to say 

“Well, I guess the same goes 





protested 





tbe 





declared 
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for me too!” she said, laughing 
merrily joining all the others. 

“What fun!" whispered 
Sister to Brother Undir. “Aaji 

nd Aajoba arethe nicest people 
n the world!” 

“They're not at all like grown, 
ups!” whispered back Brother. 

“Don't you ever scold kids, 
Aaji?” asked Brother. 

“And don’t you sometimes 
get mad and annoyed, Aajoba?” 
usked Sister, 
“If | were 
push my luck, 








1 wouldn't 
young ones!” 





replied Aajoba stroking his 


whiskers, 

“Hmm... he used to be pret- 
ty tough with your Mama,” 
explained Aaji. “And Aajoba 





once even chased your Papa 
away in a jealous fit! 

Tean hardly believe it!” said 
Sister. 

By now Brother was drop- 
ping off to steey 

“OFF to bed!” said Aaji 

“Oh, yes! The bunk beds!” 





remembered Sister. 

“Umm, unhmm!" mumbled 
Brother weakly as Agji picked 
him up and tucked him in on the 
lower bunk. 

“Great! I get the top bed!” 
declared Sister. This time poor 
Brother was far too sleepy to 
protest 

“I'm going to read for a bit,” 
‘aid Sister picking up a book 
nd climbing up the ladder. 
Brother was already out like @ 











light. Before long Sister too was 
asleep. Aaji and Aajoba smiled. 


nd so the days went by, 

Sister and Brother Undir 
had settled in very well. The 
thousand piece jigsaw puzzle 
had seemed rather daunting to 
both of them at first. In fact 
Brother Undir could not figure 
out anyting at all to begin with. 


“It's far too complicated!” he 
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protested one day, while they 
were all sitting at the low table 
and working on the puzzle, 

“Yes. It is rather hard!" 
agreed Sister. 

“The trick isto start working 
from the corners," said Aajoba, 
trying to teach. 

“And also the sides,” ex- 
plained Aaji, “Where you ca 
see at least one straight edge. 

“I think I've got a corner 
piece!” exclaimed Sister. She 
was right! It fitted in neatly into 
the missing part in a corner. 

“Why don't you pick out all 
the pieces with at least one 
straight edge?” suggested Aaji 
to little Brother Undir. 

So that's what they did. The 
Jigsaw puzzle was coming along 
Just fine. All the four sides were 
done. A part of the picture could 
also be seen now. Sister and 
Brother were rather proud of 
their contribution. 

“It looks like ‘a dinosaur!” 
said Brother. 

think its a 
nosaurus" said Sistor. 











tyran- 
“This 





week we absolutely have to 
finish it!” 

What's the great hurry?” 
asked Brother. 

“Don't you see? We only have 
four more days left at Mooshak- 
pur!” explained Sister. 

“My goodness! I don’t want 
to miss the puzzle-finishing- 
party!” exclaimed Brother. 

“Lets sit down every afte 
noon from today and finish it, 
suggested Aaji. 

“ust then Aajoba entered 
with a letter in hishand, “Your 
Mama has written,” he said 
handing over the letter to 
Sister, 














Sister Undir 
tore open the 
letter and read 
it out loud 


Tree House 
Little darliny-, 
We hope 
are enjoying 
your holiday 
‘Our tree house 
has become 
rather quiet in 
you absence 
Look after each 
other and help 
out around the 
house. Don't trouble Aaji and 
Aajoba. And hope you've both 
been brushing your teeth at 
nights! 

Papa and I will be coming to 
Mooshakpur to pick you up this 
Saturday. See you soon! And 
show Aaji and Aajoba this letter. 

Lots of love, 
Mama 





6% ell,” said Aajoba. 
“All the more reason 
to hurry up and finish the jig- 
saw puzzle!” 

“Papa and Mama can join 
the puzzle party then!" ex- 
claimed Brother Undir excited. 

“Lets try and complete it this 
afternoon, shall we?” suggested 





othat's what they did. After 

lunch Aaji, Aajoba, Sister 
and Brother Undir got busy at 
the low table. 

“This curly shape doesn’t 
seem to fit anywhere! declared 










Sister, struggling 
with a particularly 
difficult part. 
“Here, let me 
try,” said Brother. 
“If T can't do 
it, how can you?” 
retorted Sister. 
“No harm 
trying,” said Agji 
“Thave avery 
special method,” 
declared 
Brother. “Its 
called | THE 
FLINGER!” So 
saying he flung the curly shape 
up in the air and allowed it to 
fall on the board! 
“What on earth are you up 





to?" asked Sister. 
“Where did the piece go?” 
asked Aaji. 
“I think I found it!” an- 





nounced Aajoba. “And believe it 
- or not, its fallen very, very close 
tothe right place!” 

‘That afternoon the puzzle 
was finally, finally done! Hard 
work, guess work, random tries 
and, of course, Brother's flinger 
technique, all put together had 
finally worked! And didn't they 
all feel proud looking at the 
completed dinosaur! 

Now toget ready for the puz- 
zle party! There were lists of 
guests tobe made, invitationsto 
write out, food to plan for, shop- 
ping to be done! And’ most 
exciting of all, Mama and Papa 
were to join in the fun! What a 
great summer vacation it had 
been! 


ANURADHA KHATI 
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—=ROAD ACCIDENTS 


t was a Sunday. I got up late 

and was brushing my teeth 
when I heard a loud — CRASH 
and CRRRUNCH! 

I ran out into the terrace. 
You can’t imagine what I saw. A 
gigantic lorry had crashed into 
a Maruti car. I called out for my 
mother. She was shocked by the 
scene. 

Soon, the road turned into a 
traffic jam. But what about the 
driver of the car? He was in- 
jured, and there was blood 
dripping from his head. A crowd 
was beginning to collect 


A policeman cameby. A few 
people helped him drag the car 
driver out and takehim toahos- 
pital. 'The crowd then began to 
shout and yell at the lorry 
driver for parking his lorry in 
the middle of the read. By now. 
the nicely bandaged car driver 
was back. 

‘That was when I saw some- 


I lost my 











Kelaw 


that 
house turned into the river 
Amazon! 


much that day my 


“The next day, I had a big 
surprise. A brand new cycle was 
waiting for me at home. It 


eVeee 





thing. My cycle. My precious 
cycle! It had been standing in 
front of the house. Now it too, 
had been crushed and mangled 
like the Maruti Car. It was such 
a shock! 

It had been only six months 
with me. Now this! Teried so 


looked just like the one I had 
lost to the accident. My father 
had bought me a new one! 


Pras ju, aged 11 
D.A.V. Public School, 
Caleutta, 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


here are certain days “Oops!” I tripped and some 
‘when you have lots and milk splashed on daddy. 


lots of problems. “Hmm? he looked up, face 


‘a bad day,” you 

might think 
Well stop right there and 

read on. Your problems will 

vanish to nothing compared to (2 # 

the bad day I had © os 
t bright sunny morn- "> Ons 
was a bright sunny morn- 

Ez before Diwali. I brushed ve @* 




















my teeth and — skipped 


downstairs cheerfully. Ther = 
was daddy sitting with the @ 
newspaper a grim look on h 4 
face. Milk was ready on the 

table. I grabbed it e@ 


past him 














like thunder. And a deluge of 
strong words emanated from 
him. My younger brother 
Susheel, sat there, just grinning 
at me. How I'd have loved to 
slap him nice and hard! I left the 
dining réom in a huff, 

“Akka, akkal” he sang, as he 
skipped out behind me, “A bad 
day for akkat" 

I gave him a good glare and 
ran into our bedroom. There lay 
the latest issue of Gokulam’, 1 
flicked through its pages 
‘Cheese Curry’ said a heading, 
and I read on to find a mouth: 
watering recipe, I ran straight 
into the kitchen and was soon 
preparing my dish, 








'y brother came running 
in, holding his nose tight- 
ly. 
“Ahka!l Don't forget. you're 
vegetarian! Why are you cook- 
ing fish?” 





“diot!” I cried, “I am making 
cheese curry, not fish.” 

‘u're lying! You're lying’ 
he screamed, as he ran out of 
the kitchen laughing. 

A minute later, he returned 
for a drink of water. And he 
began to sing in a mournful 
voice, “Sodhanai mel Sodhanai, 
Podhumada Sami."*" 

I was beginning to wish I 
had fried him instead of the 
cheese. Just as I was about to 
blow up, he smiled sweetly and 
offered to make toast. I cooled 
down at once, He began by tying 
ahanky round hisnose. Finally, 
both curry and toast were done. 

Here, | must stop the story 
to make a truthful comment on 
the curry. Not only did it sme 
horrible, but it tasted horrible 
too! 














Te a bite, and my face 
changed. 
ikea 





grinned my ob- 
noxious brother, 
“You've madeater- 
rible mess of that 
delicious recipe! 

I could not say 
anything. I quietly 
ate it all up. Thad 
just washed the 








plates... when... T 
vomitted out the 
whole thing 
Brother laughed 
till his stomach 
ached. (Here, 1 
must make a 
7a 





“A Tamil movie song 
that goes, "Enough, 
© tora! | am facing 

rouble upon Houble” 


truthful comment on my lovable 
brother. Your brothers must be 
angels compared to him.) 

Mother, who'd just come in 
from hanging out’ the clothes, 
smiled at me and said, “It’s 
nothing! Now sit there quietly. 
Pil get you a glass of butter- 
milk.” 


66Qlusheela! Susheel!” 

That was my dad. “Are 

you ready? I'll take you to 

Vidya's house, We'll also visit 
Kala if there's time.” 

So, there we were at Vidya’s 
house, playing badminton. 

“Vidya! Vidya!” her mother 
called out from inside the house, 

Vidya ran in. So brother and 
Iplayed on. Susheel hit a stroke 
so hard that the shuttle got 
struck on the branches of the 
over-hanging tree, Quick as 
lightning, Susheel was there, 
balancing a ladder against the 
treo, And there I was, climbing, 
it! 

When I was securely seated 
on a branch, Susheel neatly 
yanked the ladder away, and 
put it intothe shed, Then heran 
inside, laughing. 

It was only as my dad was 
about to leave, that he realized 
Iwas missing, There I was, per- 
ched on my branch, crying 
piteously, hoping that someone 
would see me. 





tlast, we were off to Kala's 
house, Kala, my cousin, is 
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one of those chemistry buifs, 
Entering her house, is, asking 
for trouble. 

Exhausted by my adven- 
ture, and thirsty too, I ran into 
her room, shouting, “Kala, 


Kal 








To my relief, there was a 
glass tumbler’ filled with 
‘water.’ [ had taken three b 
gulps when I realized that the 
‘water’ tasted real salty. 
came in just then. 

“Er... Susheela,” she said, 
looking at the glass in my hand, 
“That's a saturated salt solutio 
I made for one of my experi- 
ments.” 
I nearly dropped the gla: 

orry yaar,” she apologize 
‘ake that other glass of water. 
“dug of water, you mean, 


said 1 



































“Oh, yal” she 
replied, 

Tran to the 
jug, grabbed it, 
and took a swig. 
‘Then I saw some- 
thing inside — a 
dead cockroach! T 
was in a real 
dilemma, How do 
I spit out water I 
had already swal- 
lowed? Susheel 
was, of course, 
(three guesses?) 
laughing! 

T left the room 
in a huff, 

Back at home, 
mummy — was 
going out in a 























hurry. “Just heat 
up the curry and sambar, 
Susheela!” she shouted, “Every- 





thing else's on the table!” 
Let me not describe further 





disasters — we had only curd 
rice for lunch. 
vening. My crackers would 
not catch fire. This time, 





my brother too, was in gloom. 
We were considerably cheered 
watching our neighbours burst 
theirs 
Tow’s that for a bad day?” 
grinned Susheel. 
I shrugged, smiling weakly. 
Ithad been a bad, bad day 








Lakshmi Balaraman, 
aged 13, 

Holy Angels School, 
Madras. 
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We visite 
Bombay once, 
when | was 

three years 

old. My 

parents left 
me at my 
aunt's house 
and went out. 
liked my 
aunt very 
much and did 
not give her any trouble. 
| played with my cousin 
for sometime. Then, he 
had to leave for his 
Maths coaching class. 
My aunt went into the 
kitchen to look in at her 
cooking. That was when 
| put a chalk-piece into 
‘one nostril 

Seeing me uncom- 
fortable, my aunt rushed 
me to the nearest 
doctor. He was nota 
very good one. 

He found the chalk- 
piece stuck in one nostril 
and tried to take it out 
But, as | told you before, 
he was not a very good 
doctor. He managed 





PRESENCE 
OF MIND 


to take out only half 

the chalk-piece. 

My aunt discovered this 
when we reached home. 
She immediately spread 
some shikakai powder 
on the floor. It made me 
sneeze so much that the 
remaining half of the 
chalk-piece came out of 
my nose. How's that for 
presence of mind? 


K. R. Prabha, aged 12, 
St. John's S.S.S., 
Madras. 
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One ot tne mos 


creaturesin the world, isthe: 
It lives in the largest rain forest in 
the world - In the Amazon ond 
Guyana valley of South America, 
He is an arborial or tree-living 
mammal. He belongs to the 
order Edentata or Xenarthra. 
The sioth's body is covered 
with long, coarse hair. This hair 
often appears green in colour. 
This is because of a green 
algae that grows on it. His 
hands and feet are 
long, with sttong curved 
claws that he uses as 
hooks, for suspending 
himself from the 
branches of trees. The 
head is tound, and the 
stomach is divided into 
several chambers 








Everything about 
the sloth isan exception 
to the general rule! He 
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THE ANIMAL KINGDOM 








has four legs! (Actually, they are 
wo aims and two legs.) The 

n. does not use his legs to walk 
Nor does he use his arms to jump 
from branch to branch, inste 
he uses his legs 

hong down 

rom the bran. 
of trees. 














powerful 
ed clows 





The sloth has 
23 pairs of ribs unlike man, who 
nly twelve pais. 











are more 
ickness. So, 
heac is 
to the body, 


ip of aneck! 


He has an ‘invisible 
his hind end. tris very 
in head or back 








toil, at 















fe vegetarian, 
tly on leaves and 


The sloth 
98 four miles in 
And he be: 
mobile during 
$9, the itie gr 
So, the ther the loth 
his body hi dead. ” 

ates, breeds 
idtenisyet a 
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Dear Ear, 
1 feel women who are well-off 
should not work, Women who ean afford to 
stay at hone should do so, Their positions 
‘ean be ected by soe other man who has 
y. Thus, ifwell-ofTwo 
don’t work, unemployment will surely less- 
T don't deny that poor, middle-class 
‘women need to work, But rich women who 
‘work fora hobby orjusttospenditime should 
nit do so, 














MY. Krishnan, aged 14, 


ore - $60 082. 








Dear Editor, 
2, In our modern education system, a 
person need not be intelligent to get 
‘You just have to learn the matters 
Text-book 
vaming can assure you very good results 
V kaw 
‘eannot write simple Feteron 





the text-book for your exam. 





‘of my classmates who 
citoovn, but 











Welmars 
Prevent 





on unas 





* Larger than Ute? 
‘who have scored more than 80% in their 


public 








Ramya Sridhar, aged 13, 
Alverina Matriculation i 
Coimbatore. 

Dear Editor, 
J would like to fell you about the 
disdvannages of homework, Te 
tis se much work to Finish at h 
don't know how I got out of the world of 
Iomework and used some of my precious 
Time to write to you, 

Ard 
ar Editor, 














Why do educated people get ine 
volved in re-naming universities and 
schools? Students come there fo study, and 
wot fr the nave ofthe university that chan 
ess len 








* Holme v ite 


If corsims BY seven v4 


‘There ae 0 nny other problemas toe 
tackled ~ unemployment, popelation et 
Mercy Nadir Hommboy -400 119. 
Dear Eto, 
%&__Lcompletety agree with Strveta 
Sthankar January 4 je). Hy tac hat 
every job is impontont, Butt wil be vere 
insulting for an evened man to do work 
that fs much fetow his expectation. I you 
area PhD.,and yeu ae forced to work ana 
labourer, how would you fe 
Vivek Kuna, age 
Dest Editor 
%_Toay's gencton loves the WWE 
(World Wrestling Federation) ot They 
Waste so mich money on posters and stick- 
cro he WWEctampions: They tho spend 
the wrestling tts 




















so much time watchin 





that they newleet theie studies, 
D. Ravi Kumar, aged 13, 

Dear Euitor, 

Instead of wast 





ing huge cut-outs of the CM, P.M. super 
1, ct something can be dow 

the welfare of the 
uted or tela, drinking Water 








1mwn people, Reads 








VS. Rajagopal, Sid. VA, 
Madras. 





MRSS. Sel 





De 
& 
S., (February 


Editor, 


















y disagree wit 
"04 issue). A. 





* Musical enol? 
{is very important. Iamsureshe andthe other 
readersareawatcof the many assassinations 
that took place in the rece 
S.Sriprasad, aged 19, Coimbatore, 
and J. Irene Sophia, Madras. 
Deat Editor, 
agree with Ramya S. 1 was late 10 
school twice because of such a delay, 


Vipul V. Chandan, aged 13, 




















Dest Ei 


SL completely disagree with Samson 


N. Sachin (February "94 issue). don’t think 
his convenience or hairstyle is more impor 
tant to hien than sa 




















Eaitor 





Helmets may be uncomfortable oF 
spoil hairstyles, but what if we 
accident? Isn't out life worth 
tmietyles? 






K. Aishwarya, aged 14, 
Holy Angels Convent, Madras, 





Dear E 





% Wecansurely take alte wouble 10 
‘ensure our own safety. Head injuries can 
prove fatal and helmets provide a title 
y. Cat and lorty drivers are offered 
‘ough safety by the vebicles them 
Bota nvoawhecter diver is more expascd 0 
danger. 














3. Kavitha, syed 14, 
ricolation Schoo, 
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Towotk ornot to work! 
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The story so far 





Shyama, Suresh, and their 
parents, the Viswanaths, are on a 
holiday at Kodaikanal. There, 
they stay at ‘Waterview House’, a 
bungalow that belongs to their 
friends, Mr. and Mrs. Sharma. 

Suresh, a camera buff, and 
Shyama hire cycles and tour 
around the country side. They 
make friends with Adityan, a 
tourist guide, 





Suddenty, day, the 
caretaker-cum gardener of Wate) 
view House vanishes. The Vi 
wanaths find that he has taken all 
his belongings with him. 

Suresh and Shyama ride out to 
see Adityan,to find out if he knows 





the lake, Shyama spots two men 
standing on the roof of the house. 
Who are they? 

The children tell their parents 
of the discovery. All are puzzled as 
to why the thugs want Waterview 
House so badly. 

Suresh decides that Adityan 
holds the key to the mystery and 
rides out to find him. Shyama 
fears that Suresh might meet some 
mishap and tells her father. 


Ann angry Mr. Viswanath sets out 
with Shyama to overtake Suresh. 
They stop at a te 








directions to Old Mount, where 
Adityan lives. They find that there 
are two routes - the short one 
through a forest, and the long one 


anything about the disap. toad. They decide to play safe 


pearance. 
But when Adityan se@ 
runs away_shoufi 
house! It is dangerously 
Then two thugs turn up 








road. 






"a warrehatisenof sorts, where men 


bungalow saying thatthey wah Haas 

buy it. wa 5 ag-busyGrloading crates. The 
But Mrs. ViswanatiigenT thee fim captive when they 

away saying, "It's not for sale.” i he lives at Waterview 


Shyama and Suresh ride over. 
the ‘Photashoppe’, 

prints of a film they had given for 
developing. In one of the pictures 
taken of Waterview House, from 








10 collect sore 
huge” ti 


bgard a lorry and reach a 
ision on one of the 

smaller hills. Adityan, Suresh 

realizes, is a prisoner there. 


MYSTERY —— 
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Meanwhile, Shyama and Mr. 
Viswanath reach Old Mount. A 
guide approaches them thinking 
they are tourists. When they ask 
him about Adityan, he looks 
frightened. Heshows them the rub- 
ble of a damaged house saying it 
belongs to the vanished guide. 


Shyama and her father turn 
homewards. On the way, they meet 
Mrs. Viswanath who has come out 
in search of them. They return 
home to find it ablaze ivith lights. 
The thugs are waiting inside to 
imprison them! 

‘Suresh, who is a prisoner inthe 
‘mansion sees a chance to escape 
but is unable to do so. He meets his 
Jjailor’, Professor Jose Sundar, a 

cho has hidden some 
secret papers in Waterview House. 
The Viswanaths and Shyama 
spend an uncomfortable night be- 
hind a hedge. They wake up to find 
Waterviete House burnt down! 




















scientist 


The police arrive to question 
the Viswanaths. Shyama recog- 
nizes he bearded man, 
from the photos the inspector 
shows her. 

Professor Jose Sundar now has 
@ fresh problem. Somu and 
Dinesh, his henchmen, have made 

with his ‘papers’! Jose explains 
to Suresh that he is @ conduit for 
smugglers. The ‘papers" have been 
given fo him by a space 
scientist, to be smuggled 
of the country. 
Adityan, the missing guide 
is @ prisoner in Jose's 
basement. He despairs of 
ever escaping. 


‘Somut 


out 


Now read o 


dityan raised his head and 
looked at the streak of 
light. 

“I must escape somehor 
declared aloud, “Somehow!” 

But there was no way out for 
him. The little window was too 
high up, and too small for him 
to escape through. His only 
hope was the old woman, 

‘CREAK? The old wooden 
door swung open. The old 
woman stood there, a tin plate 

inher hand. A jugof water stood 
next to her feet. 

“I've made good ladies finger 
curry for you,” she said, “Eat 
properly. 

“Amma!” said Adityan. 

“Hai, chi! Why are you call- 
ing me amma? I am just a ser- 
vant here! Don’t call me that!” 

















“Amma!” Adityan repeated, 
“You are like my mother. Why 
do you allow these evil men to 
keep me prisoner here? Why do 
you work for them?” 

“Sush!" replied the old 
woman, “Eat, and leave every- 
thing near the door.” 

She went out hurriedly, 
shutting the door behind her. 
Adityan was left in near-dark- 
ness once more, 


Py a Sundar had left the old 
mansion in his car. Suresh 
decided that he must escape 
somehow. A thought struck 
him. Wasn't Adityan a prisoner 
here too? Should he search for 
him? 

Finally, "No way!" decided 
Suresh, “It’s just too risky. I 
don't know exactly where he’s 
been shut up either.” 














‘The old woman had sure got- 
ten careless, This was the third 
time she had forgotten to lock 
the door of his bedroom from 
outside. He opened the door and 
peered out 

“All's confusion on the 
enemy's front,” he muttered to 
himself. Sure enough. Jose had 
been so completely rattled by 
the loss of the papers that he'd 
forgotten a lot of things. 

Most of his thugs were sear- 
ching high and low for Dinesh 
and Somu, Only the old woman 
had been left to guard the 
prisoners! 





inesh and Somu were.in 

disguise. Dressed in tat- 
tered lungis and vests, they 
were pretending to be casual 
labourers in search of work. The 
missing papers had been folded 
umpteen times and been tucked 
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into an inner pocket of Somu’s 
underwear. 

Now, they squatted by 
Muthu’s tea-stall, looking quite 
different. Somu’s beard had 
gone. Both their hairstyles had 
changed. Even Muthu, an old 
friend had failed to recognize 
them. They sipped little 
tumblers of hot tea silently, 
looking about them alertly. 

‘They were two very 
frightened men, They were 
scared, really scared of Profes- 
sor Sundar. But, the henchmen 
now wanted to become bosses 
themselves. They knew that the 
papers they were carrying were 
of great value to many people. If 
only they could sell the ‘papers’ 
to the right people. But now, 
they were in real danger - if 
Jose's men found them... 





66F Pwo teas, Muthu!” the 

gruff voice made Somu 
start, Then his heart began to 
beat faster. He turned his head 
slightly. The two men were 
Jose's men. In fact, Somu knew 
them quite well. 

Somu and Dinesh sat as un- 
obtrusively as possible, sipping 
their teas nonchalantly. 

“Seen Somu recently?" one 
of the men asked casually. 

“No, saar!” replied Muthu, 
“Actually | owe him two 
thousand rupees. I want to 
hand it over to him, Why do you 
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ask? You must know where he 
my 

“We should know," laughed 
the man, “But we don’t know. 
Now keep your mouth shut and 
eyes open, Tell us if you see 
Somu or his tall friend!” 

He extended a hundred 
rupee note towards Muthu. 
Muthu waved it away in a 
frightened manner. 

“No, no! Keep it saar! I'll tell 
you if I ever see Muthu.” 

‘The men sauntered away, 
muttering to each other. 


CFs rupees to tell 


on Somu? Never! What 
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Q + What did one ghost say to 
another? 
A: Do you believe in men? 


‘DR. Raghavram Archish, 
aged LU, 

8.School, 
Madras. 
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do these men think?” grumbled 
Muthu to himself. 

“Muthu!” Somu said softly. 

“Eh? Who's that? Somu, my 
friend! Why this disguise?’ 

“Muthu! I knew I could 
depend on you!" 

Soon, the story was told, and 
Muthu said, “You must get out 
of this place at once, Go to a big 
city where you can't be spotted 
Don't try’ to ransom those 
pupers. Tt will land you in 
trouble.” 

But..." Somu began. 

“No. Listen tome, Here's the 

two thousand rupees I owe you. 
Take it und flee to the city.” 
1 think he's right,” said 
Dinesh. “It's too dangerous to 
sell the papers to the highest 
bidder, We might be killed.” 

Somu’s fi darkened. 

“Ll do as you say. Keep 
these papers ssifely Muthu, I'l 
be back,” he thrust the money 
into his lungi, and the papers, 
he gave to Muthu, 

As two casual labourers 
sauntered away from his shop, 





























Muthu emptied his tin of sugar 
into a tray. He placed the 
papers at the bottom, and 
poured the sugar back into the 
tin 

“IU be safe here!” 
66Wour lunch!” the old 

woman was back, 
‘Aaah!" groaned Adityan, as 
if in pain. 

“What's wrong?" the old 
woman placed the plate and the 
jug on the floor and went for- 
ward, 

Suddenly, Adityan got up, 
shoved the old woman aside and 
ran to the door, The old woman 
nearly fell 

“Come back!” she cried. “You 
cheat! Come back!” 

Adityan shut the door ana 
bolted it from outside. 


Next issue : THINGS HOT 
UP FOR SHYAMA TOO! 
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‘SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 





